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January 


Classical Authors 


a. 
Chiloren are the ancbors that bold a mother to life. 
Sopbocles. 
Pbxodra, Frag., 619. 


January 


First Day. 
Like a heay’nly sign, 


Compact of many golden stars, the princely 


child did shine. 
HOMER. 


Iliads.— Book VI., L. 435, 436.—Chapman’s Translation. 


Second Day. 
Sweet was that birth of his 


To his kind parents, and his growth did all 
their care employ ; 

And yet those rites of piety, that should have 
been his joy 

To pay their honour’d years again in as affec- 
tionate sort, 

He could not graciously perform, his sweet life 


was so short. 
HOMER. 


Iliads.—Book IV., L. 512-516.—Chapman’s Translation, 
Third Day. 
The Pillager, 
Stood close before, and slack’d the force the 
arrow did confer, 
With as much care and little hurt, as doth a 


mother use, 
3 


Fourth Day 


January 


Third Day (continued). 

And keep off from her babe, when sleep doth 
through his pow’rs diffuse 

His golden humour, and th’ assaults of rude 
and busy flies 

She still checks with her careful hand. 


HOMER. 
Itads.— Book IV., L. 147-153.—Chapman’s Translation. 


sourth Day. 
My son, that little hope of me. 


HOMER. 
Itiads—Book VI., L. g21.—Chapman’s Translation. 


Fifth Day. 


He reach’d to take his son; who, of his arms 
afraid, 

And then the horse-hair plume, with which he 
was so overlaid, 

Nodded so horribly, he cling’d back to his 
nurse, and cried. 

Laughter affected his great sire, who doff’d, 
and laid aside 


Sirth Day 


Sanuaryp 


Fitth Day (continued). 

His fearful helm, that on the earth cast round 
about it light ; 

Then took and kiss’d his loving son, and (bal- 
ancing his weight 

In dancing him) these loving vows to living 
Jove he us’d, 

And all the other bench of Gods: ‘‘O you that 
have infus’d 

Soul to this infant, now set down this blessing 
on his star: 

Let his renown be clear as mine; equal his 
strength in war ; 

And make his reign so strong in Troy, that 
years to come may yield 

His facts this fame 
These high deeds exceed his father’s 

SVOLCH etn te Ue” 


HOMER, 
Iltiads.— Book VI., L. 514-535.—Chapman’s Translation. 


Sirtb Day. 
As when a dull mill ass comes near a goodly 


field of corn, 
5 


Seventh Day 


January 


Sirth Day (continued). 

Kept from the birds by children’s cries, the 
boys are overborne 

By his insensible approach, and simply he will 
eat ; 

About whom many wands are broke, and still 
the children beat, 

And still the self-providing ass doth with their 
weakness bear, 

Not stirring till his paunch be full, and scarcely 


then will steer. 
HOMER. 


Itiads,— Book XT., L. 485-490.—Chapman’s Translation. 


Seventb Day. 

So like a girl, who, though she sees her mother 
cannot tend 

Her childish humours, hangs on her, and would 
be taken up, 

Still viewing her with tear-drown’d eyes, when 
she hath made her stoop. 

HOMER. 
Miads.—Book XVI, L. 5-8.—Chapman’s Translation, 
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intb Day 


January 


Eighth Day. 
When a boy, I spent long summer days in song. 


VIRGIL. 
Bucolics.—E£cl.IX., L. 54.—Davidson’s Translation. 


Wintb Day. 

The boys advance in procession, and mri- 
formly shine on the bridled steeds full in their 
parents’sight. . . . Allin due form had their 
hair pressed with a trim garland. They bear two 
cornel spears pointed with steel; some have 
polished quivers on their shoulders. A pliant 
circle of wreathed gold goes from the upper 
part of their breasts about their necks. . . . 
Now when the joyous youths had paraded om 
horseback round the whole ring, and full in 
their parents’ view, Epytus’ son, from afar, 
gave a signal to them by a shout, as they stood 
ready, and clanked with the lash. They broke 
away in parted order, keeping the same front, 
and broke up the troops into separate bands by 
threes. . . . This manner of tilting and 
these mock fights, Ascanius first renewed, and 
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Tenth Day 


January 


Winth Day (continued). 
taught the ancient Latins to celebrate, as he 
himself, when a boy, as the Trojan youth with 
him, had practised . . . and at this day it 
is called the game of Troy, and the boys that 
perform it, the Trojan band. 
VIRGIL. 
<Eneid.—Book V., L. between 543-602. 


Tenth Day. 

The boy Ascanius delights in his sprightly 
courser through the inclosed vales, and now 
‘these, now those he outrides. 


VIRGIL. 
Enetd.— Book IV., L. 156-158.—Davidson’s Translation, 


Eleventh Day. 

Meanwhile the earth, O boy, as her first 
offerings, shall pour thee forth everywhere, 
without culture, creeping ivy with lady’s glove, 
and Egyptian beans with smiling acanthus in- 
termixed. . . . The very cradle shall pour 
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Thirteenth Day 


January 


Eleventh Day (continued). 

thee forth attractive flowers. . . . Soonras 
thou shalt be able to read the praises of heroes, 
and the achievements of thy sire, and to under- 
stand what virtue is, the fields shall by degrees 
grow yellow with soft ears of corn ; blushing 
grapes shall hang on the rude brambles, and 
hard oaks shall distill the dewy honey. . . . 
- Begin, sweet babe, to distinguish thy mother by 


thy smiles. 
VIRGIL. 


Bucolics.—Ecl. IV., L. 16-58.—Davidson’s Translation, 


Twelfth Day. 
The sweet babes twine round their parents’ 


necks. 
VIRGIL, 


Georgics.—Book Il., L. 52.—Davidson’s Translation. 


Thirteenth Day. 

When thou wast but a child, I saw thee with 
thy mother gathering the dewy apples on our 
hedges. I was your guide. I had then just en- 
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Fourteenth Day 


January 


Thirteenth Day (continued). 
tered on the year after eleven, I was then just 
able to reach the-slender boughs from the 


ground. 
VIRGIL. 


Bucolics.—Ecl. VIII, L. 36-39.—Davidson’s Translation. 


Fourteenth Day. 
He, leaping to my arms and in my bosom, 
Might haply sport, and with a crowd of kisses 
Might win my soul forth; for there is no 
greater 
Love-charm than close companionship, my 
father. 
SIMONIDES. 


Danaé.—_A Fragment.—John Addington Symonds’s 
Translation. 


Fifteenth Day. 

The plays of childhood have a great deal to 
do with the permanence or want of permanence 
in legislation . . . for he who changes the 

10 


Sirteenth Day 


January 


Fifteenth Day (continued). 
sports is secretly changing the manners of the 


young. 
PLATO. 


Laws.—Jowett’s Translation. 


Sixteenth Day. 

The next suggestion which I have to offer is 
that all our three choruses—that is, choruses 
representing the three epochs of life—shall 
sing to the young and tender souls of children, 
reciting in their strains all the noble thoughts 
of which we have already spoken, or are about 
to speak ; and the sum of them shall be that 
the life which is by the gods deemed to be the 
happiest is the holiest, and we shall affirm this 
to be a most certain truth. . . . First will 
enter, in their natural order, the sacred choir, 
composed of children, which is to sing lustily 
the heaven-taught lay to the whole city. 


PLATO. 
Laws.—Jowett’s Translation. 


II 


Seventeenth Day 


January 


Seventeenth Day. 

Pleasure and pain, I maintain to be the first 
perceptions of children, and I say that they are 
the forms under which virtue and vice are 
originally present to them. 

PLATO. 


Laws.—Jowett’s Translation. 


Eighteenth Day. 

I mean by education that training which is 
given by suitable habits to the first instincts of 
virtue in children ; when pleasure and friend- 
ship and pain and hatred are rightly implanted 
in souls not yet capable of understanding the 
nature of them, and who find them, after they 
have attained reason, to be in harmony with 
her. This harmony of the soul, when perfected, 
is virtue ; but the particular training in respect 
of pleasure and pain which leads you always to 
hate what you ought to hate, and love what 
you ought to love, from the beginning to the 

12 


Twentieth Day 


January 


Eighteenth Day (continued). 
end, may be separated off, and, in my view, 
will be rightly called education. 

PLATO. 


Laws.—Jowett’s Translation. 


Wineteenth Day. 
I hate boys of precocious genius. 


CICERO. 


From A. F. Chamberlain’s The Child and Childhood 
in Folk-Thought. 


Twenticth Day. 

Thou hast not, O ruler Pluto, with pious in- 
tent, stolen for thy underground world a girl 
of five years, admired by all. For thou hast 
cut, as it were, from the root, a sweet-scented 
rose in the season of a commencing spring, 
before it had completed its proper time. But 
come, Alexander and Philtatus; do not any 
longer weep and pour forth lamentations for 
the regretted girl. For she had, yes, she had 

13 


Twentyp=first Day 


January 


Twentieth Day (continued). 
a rosy face which meant that she should re- 
main in the immortal dwellings of the sky. 


Anonymous Elegy.—Greek Anthology. 


Twenty-first Day. 
Soon my eyes shall see, mayhap, 
Young Torquatus, on the lap 
Of his mother, as he stands 
Stretching out his tiny hands, 
And his little lips the while 
Half open on his father’s smile. 
And oh! may he in all be like 
Manlius, his sire, and strike 
Strangers when the boy they meet 
As his father’s counterfeit, 
And his face the index be 
Of his mother’s chastity. 


CATULLUS. 
Theodore Martin's Translation. 


14 


Twenty=tbhird Day 


January 


Twenty=second Day. 
The greatest reverence is due to the boy. 
JUVENAL. 
Satire XTV,.—Sellar’s Translation. 


Twenty-third Day. 
Shall I not mourn thee, darling boy? with 
‘ whom, 
Childless I missed not children of my own ; 
I, who first caught and pressed thee to my 
breast, 
And called thee mine, and taught thee sounds 
and words, 
And solved the riddle of the murmurings, 
And stoop’d to catch thee creeping on the 
ground, 
And propp’d thy steps, and ever had my lap 
Ready, if drowsy were those little eyes, 
To rock them with a lullaby to sleep ; 
Thy first word was my name, thy fun my smile, 
And not a joy of thine but came from me. 
STATIUS. 
D'Arcy Thompson's Translation. 
15 


Twenty=fourth Day 


January 


Twenty-fourth Day. 

Once he—Diogenes—saw a youth blushing, 
and addressed him, ‘‘Courage, my boy! that is 
the complexion of virtue.” 

DIOGENES. 
C. D. Yonge’s Translation, 


Twenty=fitth Day. 
Like little children quarrelling, laughing, and 
then straightway weeping. 
MARCUS AURELIUS. 
Part V., Sec. 33.—George Long’s Translation. 


Twentyp-sitth Day. 
To little children the ball is a fine thing. 


MARCUS AURELIUS. 


Part VT, Sec. 57.—George Long’s Translation, 


Twenty-seventh Day. 

What do children do when they are left 
alone? They take up shells and ashes, and 
they build something, then pull it down, and 

16 


Twentysninth Day 


January 


Twenty=seventh Day (continued). 
build something else, and so they never want 
the means of passing the time. 

EPICTETUS. 


Discourses.—Page 143.— George Long’s Tranlations. 


Twentyp=cighth Day, 

Will you never cease to be a foolish child? 
Know you not that he who does the acts of a 
child, the older he is the more ridiculous he is. 


EPICTETUS. 


Discourses —Page 164.—George Long’s Translation. 


Twentp=ninth Day. 

Like children who at one time play as wrest- 
lers, then as gladiators, then blow a trumpet, 
then act a tragedy, when they have seen and 


admired such things. 
EPICTETUS. 


Discourses.—Page 146.—George Long’s Translation. 
17 


Thirticth Day 


January 


Thirtieth Day. 


When in the ark of curious workmanship 

The winds and swaying waters fearfully 

Were rocking her, with streaming eyes, 
around 

Her boy the mother threw her arms and said: 

‘‘O darling, I am very miserable ! 

But thou art cosy-warm and sound asleep 

In this dull, close-cabin’d prison-house, 

Stretched at full ease in the dark, ebon gloom; 

Over thy head of long and tangled hair 

The wave is rolling: but thou heedest not ; 

Nor heedest thou the noises of the winds, 

Wrapt in thy purple cloak, sweet pretty one. 

But if this fearful place had fear for thee, 

Those little ears would listen to my words ; 

But sleep on, baby, and let the sea-waves sleep. 


And . . . if my words are over-bold 
Have pity, and for the child’s sake pardon me! 


SIMONIDES. 


Danaé’s Song over the Boy Perseus.—D Arcy Thomp- 
son's Translation. 


18 


| Thirty=first Day 


January 


Thbitty=first Day. 

As to children masks appear terrible and fear- 
ful from inexperience, we also are affected in 
like manner by events (the things which hap- 
pen in life) for no other reason than children 
are by masks. For what is a child? Ignorance. 
What is a child? Want of knowledge. For 
when a child knows these things he is in no 


way inferior to us. 
EPICTETUS. 


Discourses.—Page 54.--George Long’s Translation. 


19 


february 


William Shakespeare 


ft is a gallant child; one that, indeed . . . makes 
old bearts fresb. 


BH Wiinter’s Tale.—Hct 1V., Sc. 4. 


21 


Sebruary 


Sitst Day. 
All the world’s a stage, 
And all the men and women merely players ; 
These have their exits, and their entrances ; 


At first, the infant, 
Then the whining schoolboy, with his satchel 
And shining morning face, creeping like snail, 
Unwillingly to school. 
As You Like It.—Act I., Sc. vit. 


Second Day. 
He had rather see the swords, and hear a° 
drum, than look upon his schoolmaster. 
I’ll swear ’tis a very pretty boy. . . . He 
has such a confirmed countenance. I saw him 
run after a gilded butterfly; and when he 
caught it, he let it go again ; and after it again ; 
and over and over he comes, and up again ; 
catched it again; or whether his fall enraged 
23 


Third Day 


february 


Second Day (continued). 
him, or how ’t was, he did so set his teeth, and 


tear it. . ... Indeed . .. ’tis a noble 
child. 


Coriolanus.—Act J., Sc. tit. 


Third Day. 


Look on the boy ; 
. . . his manly face, which promiseth 
Successful fortune. 


Henry VI.—Part 111,—Act I1., Sc. tt. 


Fourth Day. 
Fancies too weak for boys, too green and idle 
For girls of nine! 

A Winter's Tale.—Act Ii, Sc. ti. 


Fifth Day. 


Sweet prince, the untainted virtue of your years 
Hath not yet dived into the world’s deceit ; 

No more can you distinguish of a man 

‘Than of his outward show. 


Richard [1,—Act I1I., Se. t. 
24 


¥igbtb Day 


February 


Sixth Day. 

With what a sharp-provided wit he reasons ! 
To mitigate the scorn he gives his uncle, 
He prettily and aptly taunts himself: 

So cunning, and so young, is wonderful. 


- . . O,’tis a parlous boy ; 
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable. 


Richard [17,—Act IT., Sc. t. 


Seventh Day. 

We do not know 
How he may soften at the sight o’ the child ; 
The silence often of pure innocence 
Persuades, when speaking fails. 


A Winter's Tale.—Act II., Sc, tt. 


Eighth Day. 
At thy birth, dear boy, 
Nature and Fortune, join’d to make thee great ; 
Of Nature’s gifts thou may’st with lilies boast, 
And with the half-blown rose. 
King John.—Act I1I,, Sc. t. 
25 


Hinth Day 


Sebruary 


Winth Day. 
Wife and child, 
Those precious motives, those strong knots of 


love. 
Macbeth,—Act IV., Sc. tz. 
Tenth Day. 
York. Grandam, one night, as we did sit at 
supper, 


My uncle Rivers talk’d how I did grow 

More than my brother: Ay, quoth my uncle 
Gloster : 

Small herbs have grace, great weeds do grow 
apace: é, 

And since, methinks, I would not grow so fast, 

Because sweet flowers are slow, and weeds make 
haste. 


Now, by iny troth, if I had been remember’d, 
I could have given my uncle’s grace a flout, 
To touch his growth nearer than he touch’d 
mine. 
26 


Eleventh Day 


february 


Tenth Day (continued). 

Duch. How, my young York? I pr’ythee, let 
me hear it. 

York. Marry, they say, my uucle grew so 
fast, 

That he could gnaw a crust at two hours old; 

”T was full two years ere I could get a tooth. 

Grandam, this would have been a biting jest. 


QO. Eliz. A parlous boy: go to, you are too 
shrewd. 

Arch. Good madam, be not angry with the 
child. 

QO. Eliz. Pitchers have ears. 


Richard I1I.—Act II, Sc. tv. 


Eleventh Day, 


So wise, so young, they say, do never live long. 


Short summers lightly have a forward spring. 
Richard IIT.—Act IIT., Sc. t. 
25 


Twelfth Day 


february 


Twelfth Day. 

Stay: yet look back, with me, unto the Tower. 
Pity, yon ancient stones, those tender babes, 
Whom envy hath immured within your walls! 
Rough cradle for such little pretty ones ! 

Rude ragged nurse! old sullen playfellow 

For tender princes, use my babies well! 


Ah, my poor princes! Ah, my tender babes! 
My unblown flowers, new-appearing sweets ! 
If yet your gentle souls fly in the air, 

And be not fix’d in doom perpetual, 

Hover about me with your airy wings, 

And hear your mother’s lamentations ! 


Richard I[1,.—Act IV., Sc. tt., Sc. tv. 


Thirteenth Day. 

Thus . . . lay the gentle babes,— 

Thus, thus, . . . girdling one another 
Within their alabaster innocent arms ; 

Their lips were four red roses on a stalk, 

And, in their summer beauty, kiss’d each other. 


Richard III,—Act IV., Sc. tiz. 
28 


Sirteenth Day 


February 


Fourteenth Day. 

And therefore is love said to be a child, 
Because in choice he is so oft beguiled. 

As waggish boys in game themselves forswear, 
So the boy love is perjured everywhere. 


A Midsummer Night’s Dream.—Act T., Sc. t. 


Fitteenth Day. 
’T is the eye of childhood 
That fears a painted devil. 


Macbeth,—Act IT., Sc. 12. 


Sixrteentb Day. 
O, and is all forgot? 
All school-days’ friendship, childhood inno- 
cence ? 
We, Hermia, like two artificial gods, 
Have with our needles created both one flower, 
Both on one sampler, sitting on one cushion, 
Both warbling of one song, both in one key ; 
As if our hands, our sides, voices, and minds 
Had been incorporate. So we grew together, 
Like to a double cherry, seeming parted ; 
29 


Seventecntb Day - 


Sebruary 


Sixteenth Day (continued). 

But yet a union in partition, 

Two lovely berries moulded on one stem ; 
So, with two seeming bodies, but one heart, 
Two of the first, like coats in heraldry 

Due but to one, and crowned with one crest. 


A Midsummer Night's Dream,—Act I1., Sc, t2, 


Seventeenth Day. 
A testy babe will scratch the nurse, 
And presently, all humbled, kiss the rod ! 


Two Gentlemen of Verona,—Act I., Sc. 72. 


Eighteenth Day. 

Boy! Lucius !—Fast asleep! It is no matter ; 
Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of slumber ; 
Thou hast no figures, nor no fantasies, 
Which busy care draws in the brains of men ; 
Therefore thou sleep’st so sound. 


Julius Cesar.—Act II, Sc. t. 
30 


Twentvefirst Day 


February 


Wineteenth Day. 
He that of greatest works is finisher 
Oft does them by the weakest minister ; 
So holy writ in babes have judgment shown, 
When judges have been babes. 


All’s Welt That Ends Well.—Act IT., Sc. z. 


Twentieth Day. 
What! can so young a thorn begin to prick ? 


Peace, wilful boy, or I will charm your tongue; 
Untutor’d lad, thou art too malapert. 


Henry VI.—FPart I1I.—Act V., Sc. v. 


Twenty-first Day. 
His grandame’s wrongs 
Drew those heaven -moving pearls from his poor 


eyes, 
Which Heaven shall take in nature of a fee. 


King John,—Act I, Sc. 2. 
31 


Twenty=second Day 


February 


Twentp=second Day. 
Lamenting toys, 
Is jollity for apes and grief for boys. 


Cymbeline.—Act IV., Sc. tt. 


Twenty-third Day, 

O thou goddess, 
Thou divine nature, how thyself thou blazon’st 
In these two princely boys! They are as gentle 
As zephyrs, blowing below the violet, 
Not wagging his sweet head ; and yet as rough, 
Their royal blood enchafed, as the rudest wind, 
That by the top doth take the mountain pine, 
And make him stoop to the vale. ’Tis wonder 
That an invisible instinct should frame them 
To royalty unlearn’d, honour untaught ; 
Civility not seen from others: valour, 
That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 
As if it had been sow’d! 


Cymbeline.—Act IV., Sc, tt. 
32 


Twenty=fiftth Day 


February 


Twenty=fourtb Day. 

Since the birth of Cain, the first male child, 
To him that did but yesterday suspire, 

There was not such a gracious creature born. 


Grief fills the room up of my absent child, 
Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me, 
Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words, 
Remembers me of all his gracious parts, 
Stuffs out his vacant garments with his form =: 
Then, have I reason to be fond of grief. 


O Lord! my boy, my Arthur, my fair son ! 
My life, my joy, my food, my all the world, 
My widow-comfort, and my sorrow’s cure ! 


King John.—Act I11., Sc, tv- 


Twentyps=fitth Day. 
Fler. Come, I’1l question you 
Of my lord’s tricks, and yours, when you were 
boys ; 
You were pretty lordings then ? 
33 


Twenty=sirth Day 


february 


Twenty=fitth Day (continued). 

Pol. We were, fair queen, 

Two lads, that thought there was no more behind 

But such a day to-morrow as to-day, 

And to be boy eternal. 

Her. Was not my lord the verier wag o’ the 

# two? 

Pol. We were as twinn’d lambs, that did frisk 
i’ the sun, 

And bleat the one at the other; what we 
changed 

Was innocence for innocence ; we knew not 

The doctrine of ill-doing, nor dream’d 


That any did. 
A Winter's Tale.—Act I., Sc. t2. 


Twenty=ssirth Day. 


The king, he takes the babe 
To his protection 


Puts to him all the learnings that his time 
Could make him the receiver of ; which he 
took, 


34 


Twenty=Eighth Day 


February 


Twenty=sirth Day (continued). 

As we do air, fast as ’t was minister’d, 

And in’s spring became a harvest: lived in 
court, 

(Which rare it is to do), most praised, most 
loved ; 

A sample to the youngest; to the more mature 

A glass that feated them; and to the graver, 

A child that guided dotards. 


Cymbeline.—Act TI., Sc. 7. 


Twenty=seventh Day. 
Love goes toward love as schoolboys from their 


books. 
Romeo and Juliet.—Act II, Sc. t12. 


Twenty=cigbth Day. 
Come hither, boy ; come, come, and learn of 
us 
To melt in showers. Thy grandsire loved thee 
well; 
35 


Twenty=ninth Day 


February 


Twenty=cighth Day (continued). 

Many a time he danced thee on his knee, 

Sung thee asleep, his loving breast thy pillow; 

Many a matter hath he told to thee, 

Meet and agreeing with thine infancy ; 

In that respect, then, like a loving child, 

Shed yet some small drops from thy tender 
spring, 

Because kind nature doth require it so ; 

Friends should associate friends in grief and 


woe. 
Titus Andronicus.—Act V., Sc. ii2. 


Twentp=enintb Day. 
A . . . father takes delight 
To see his active child do deeds of youth. 


Sonnet XXXVII, 


36 


March 


British Authors. Miscellaneous 


The childbood shows the man 
Fs morning shows the day. 


3Sobn Milton, 
Paradise tRegained.—Book TV. 
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march 


First Day. 

A litel clergeoun, seven yeer of age, 

That day by day to scole was his wone ; 

And eek also, whereas he sangh thymage, 
Of Cristes mooder, he hadde in usage, 

As hym was taught, to knele adoun and seye 
His Ave Marie, as he goth by the weye. 


As I have seyd, thurgh-out the Jewerie 
This litel child, as he cam to and fro, 

Ful murily wolde he syuge and crie 

O Alma redemptoris evere-mo 

The sweetnesse hath his herte perced so 
Of Cristes mooder, that to hire to preye 

He kan not stynte of syngyng by the weye. 


CHAUCER. 
Canterbury Tale of the Prioress, 


Second Day. 

Her litel child lay wepying in hir arm, 

And knelynge, pitously to hym she seyde, 

’Pees litel sone, I wol do thee noon harm ! 
39 


Third Day 


March 


Second Day (continued). 

With that hir kerchief of hir heed she breyde, 
And over hise litel eyen she it leyde, 

And in hir arm she lulleth it ful faste 

And in-to hevene hire eyen up she caste. 


CHAUCER. 
Tale of Custance. 


Third Day. 
See with what simplicity 
This nymph begins her golden days ! 
In the green grass she loves to lie, 
And there with her fair aspect tames 
‘The wilder flowers, and gives them names ; 
But only with the roses plays, 
And them does tell 
What colours best becomes them, and what 
smell. 
ANDREW MARVELL. 
Picture of Child and Flowers. 
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Fourth Day 


March 


Fourth Day. 
Timely blossom, Infant fair, 


Sleeping, waking, still at ease, 
Pleasing, without skill to please ; 
Little gossip, blithe and hale, 
Tattling many a broken tale, 
Singing many a tuneless song, 
Lavish of a heedless tongue ; 
Simple maiden, void of art, 
Babbling out the very heart, 
Yet abandon’d to thy will, 
Yet imagining no ill, 
Yet too innocent to blush ; 
Like the linnet in the bush 
To the mother-linnet’s note 
Moduling her slender throat ; 
Chirping forth thy petty joys 
Wanton in the change of toys, 
Like the linnet green, in May 
Flitting to each bloomy spray ; 
Wearied then and glad of rest, 
Like the linnet in the nest :— 
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Fifth Day 


March 


Fourth Day (continued). 
This thy present happy lot 
This, in time will be forgot. 


AMBROSE PHILIPS. 
To a Child. 
Fitth Day. 

His children he first makes Christians, and 
then commonwealth’s men; the one he owes 
to his heavenly country, the other to his 
earthly. . . . He turns his care to fit all 
their dispositions with some calling. : 
Good deeds and good breeding are his two 
great stocks for his children. 


GEORGE HERBERT. 
A Priest to the Temple.—Chapter X. 


Sirth Day. 

Some, admiring what motives to mirth infants 
meet with in their silent and solitary smiles, 
have resolved, how truly I know not, that they 
converse with angels; as indeed such cannot 
among mortals find any fitter companions. 


THOMAS FULLER. 
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- Eighth Day 


March 


Seventh Day. 
Children learne to creepe eré they can learne 


to goe. 
THOMAS HEYWOOD. 


Proverbs.—Part I. 


Eighth Day. 
Happy those early days, when I 
Shined in my angel-infancy ! 
Before I understood this place 
Appointed for my second race, 
Or taught my soul to fancy aught 
But a white, celestial thought ; 
When yet I had not walk’d above 
A mile or two from my first Love, 
And looking back, at that short space 
Could see a glimpse of His bright face ; 
When on some gilded cloud or flower 
My gazing soul would dwell an hour, 
And in those weaker glories spy 
Some shadows of eternity ; 
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Hintb Day 


M@Marcb 


Eigbtbh Day (continued). 
Before I taught my tongue to wound 
My conscience with a sinful sound. 


HENRY VAUGHN. 
The Retreat. 


Rintbh Day. 
Behold the child, by nature’s kindly law 
Pleased with a rattle, tickled with a straw. 


ALEXANDER POPE. 
Essay on Man. 


Tenth Day. 
Ah, happy hills! ah, pleasing shade ! 


Where once my careless childhood stray’d 
A stranger yet to pain ! 
THOMAS GRAY. 
Ode IIT. 
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Twelfth Day 


March 


Eleventh Day. 
Gay hope is theirs by fancy fed, 
The eat cect as soon as shed, 
The sunshine of the breast ; 
Theirs buxom health of rosy hue, 
Wild wit, invention ever new, 
And lively cheer, of vigour born ; 
_ The thoughtless day, the easy night, 
The spirits pure, the slumbers light, 
That fly th’ approach of morn. 


Alas! regardless of their doom, 
The little victims play ; 

No sense have they of ills to come, 
Nor care beyond to-day. 


THOMAS GRAY. 
Ode IIT, 
Twelfth Day. 
The sports of children 
Satisfy the child. 
OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 
The Traveller. 
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Thirteenth Day 


March 


Thirteenth Day. 


Asa child, when scaring sounds molest, 
Clings close and closer to the mother’s breast. 


OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 
The Traveller. 
Fourteenth Day. 


In early days the conscience has in most 
A quickness which in latter life is lost. 


WILLIAM COWPER. 
A Review of Schools. 
Fifteenth Day. 
We love the Ba of our early Kee 


The oa on PEK we coe our graving skill 


The bene on which we sat while deep employ’ 


The little ones, unbutton’d, glbwiie hot, 
Playing our games, and on the very spot. 


. 


The pleasing spectacle at once excites 
Such recollections of our own delights, 
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Eighteenth Day 


March 


Fifteenth Day (continued). 
That viewing it we seem almost to obtain 
Our innocent sweet simple years again. 


WILLIAM COWPER. 
A Review of Schools, 
Sixteenth Day. 
Boys are at best but pretty buds unblown, 
Whose scent and hues are rather guessed than 


known. 
WILLIAM COWPER. 


A Review of Schools, 
Seventeenth Day. 
Few boys are born with talents that excel, 
But all are capable of living well. 


WILLIAM COWPER. 
A Review of Schools. 
Eighteenth Day. 
Like foolish boys, on sunny summer days, 
Pursuing butterflies with all their might, 
Who can’t their troubles in the chase requite. 


JAMES THOMSON. 


On Happiness. 
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ineteentb Day 


March 


WHineteentb Day. . 

By degrees, 
The human blossom blows: and every day, 
Soft as it rolls along, shows some new charm, 
The Father’s lustre, and the Mother’s bloom. 
The infant Reason grows apace, and calls 
For the kind hand of an assiduous care. 
Delightful task ! to rear the tender Thought, 
To teach the young Idea how to shoot, 
To pour the fresh Instruction o’er the mind, 
To breathe the enlivening Spirit, and to fix 
The generous Purpose in the glowing heart. 


JAMES THOMSON. 
The Seasons,— Spring. 


Twentieth Day, 
Beam afresh the days 
Of innocence, simplicity, and truth: 
What transport, to retrace our boyish plays, 
Our easy bliss, when each thing joy supplied, 
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Twenty=esecond Day 


March 


Twentieth Day (continued), 
The woods, the mountains, and the warbling 
maze 
Of the wild brooks ! 
JAMES THOMSON. 
Castle of Indolence. 


Twenty-first Day. 

The lad leap’d lightly at his master’s call : 
He was to weet, a little roguish page, 

Save sleep and play who minded nought at all, 
Like most the untaught striplings of his age. 


JAMES THOMSON. 
Castle of Indolence. 


Twenty=second Day. 
“‘T have no name: 
I am but two days old!” 
—What shall I call thee? 
“T happy am ; 
Joy is my name.”’ 
—Sweet joy befall thee ! 
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Twenty=tbird Day 


March 


Twentp=second Day (continued). 
Pretty joy ! 
Sweet joy, but two days old; 
Sweet joy I call thee: 
Thou dost smile ; 
I sing the while 
Sweet joy befall thee ! 


WILLIAM BLAKE. 
Infant Jey. 


Twenty-third Day. 
Sleep, sleep, beauty bright, 
Dreaming in the joys of night : 
Sleep, sleep ; in thy sleep 


Little sorrows sit and weep. 


Sweet babe, in thy face 

Soft desires I can trace, 
Secret joys and secret smiles, 
Little pretty infant wiles. 


As thy softest limbs I feel, 
Smiles as of the morning steal 
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Twenty=sfourth Day 


March 


Twenty-third Day (continued). 
O’er thy cheek, and o’er thy breast 
When thy little heart doth rest. 


Oh the cunning wiles that creep 

In thy little heart asleep ! 

When thy little heart doth wake 
Then the dreadful light shall break. 


WILLIAM BLAKE. 
Cradle Song. 


Twenty-fourth Day, 
I saw her in childhood— 
A bright gentle thing 
Like the dawn of the morn 
Or the dews of the spring. 
The daisies and hare-bells 
Her playmates all day ; 
Herself as light-hearted 
And artless as they. 


H. F. LYTE. 
Agnes. 
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Twentysfifth Day 


March 


Twenty=fitth Day. 
How lovely he appears! his little cheeks 
In their pure incarnation, vying with 


The rose-leaves. 


He smiles and sleeps !—Sleep on 

And smile, thou little young inheritor 

Of a world scarce less young : sleepon and smile! 

Thine are the hours and days when both are 
cheering 

And innocent! thou hast not pluck’d the fruit. 


His cheeks are reddening into deeper smiles, 
And shining lids are trembling o’er his long 
Lashes, dark as the cypress which waves o’er 
them ; 
Half open, from beneath them the clear blue 
Laughs out, although in slumber. He must 
dream — 
Of what? Of Paradise! Ay! dream of it, 
My boy ! 
LORD BYRON. 
Cain,—Act ITI, Sc. 7. 
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Twentyeseventh Day 


March 


Twentyp=sirth Day. 
Look on him ; see how full of life, 
Of strength, of bloom, of beauty, and of joy. 


Look! how he laughs and stretches out his 
arms, 
And opens wide his blue eyes upon thine, 
To hail his father ; while his little form 
Flutters as wing’d with joy. 
LORD BYRON. 
Cain.—Act IIT., Se. 1. 


Twenty=seventh Day. 

To aid thy mind’s development, to watch 
Thy dawn of little joys—to sit and see 
Almost thy very growth,—to view thee catch 
Knowledge of objects,—wonders yet to thee ! 
To hold thee lightly on a gentle knee 

And print on thy soft cheek a parent’s kiss 


This was in my nature. 
LORD BYRON. 


Childe Harold's Pilgrimage.— Canto IIT, 
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Twenty=cighth Day 


March 


Twenty=cighbth Day. 
It was a babe, beautiful from its birth. 


I watch’d the dawn of her first smiles, and soon, 


Methought her looks began to talk with me ; 
And no articulate sounds, but something sweet 
Her lips would frame—so sweet it could not be, 
That it was meaningless. 
P. B. SHELLEY. 
The Revolt of Islam.—Canto VII, 


Twenty=ninth Day, 

They were earth’s purest children, young and 
fair, 

With eyes the shrines of unawaken’d thought, 

And brows as bright as spring or morning. 


‘ P. B. SHELLEY. 


The Revolt of Islam.— Canto VIII. 
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Thirtieth Day 


March 


Thitticth Day. 
An orphan with my parents lived, whose eyes 
Were load-stars of delight. 


Nor did I prize 
Aught human thing beneath Heaven’s mighty 
dome 
Beyond this child. 


A child most infantine 
Yet wandering far beyond that innocent age 
In all but its sweet looks and mien divine. 


She moved upon this earth a shape of bright- 
ness, 
A power, that from its objects scarcely drew 
One impulse of her being—in her lightness 
Most like some radiant cloud of morning 
dew, 
Which wanders through the waste air’s pathless 
blue, 
To nourish some far desert ; she did seem 
Beside me, gathering beauty as she grew, 
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Thirty=first Day 


March 


Thirtieth Day (continued). 

Like the bright shade of some immortal dream 

Which walks, when tempest sleeps, the wave 
of life’s dark stream. 

As mine own shadow was this child to me. 


This playmate sweet, 
This child of twelve years old. 


P. B. SHELLEY. 
The Revolt of Islam.—Canto II. 


Cbirty=first Day. 
Ah! what light and little things 
Are childhood’s woes! they break no rest 
Like dew-drops on the skylark’s wings 
While slumbering on his grassy nest 
Gone in a moment, when he springs 


~ 


To meet the morn. 


ROBERT MONTGOMERY. 
World before the Flood. 
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April 


British Authors, Miscellaneous 


Childbood ! that spring of springs! 
’T is surely one of the blessedest things 
That trature ever invented. 


Thomas ‘hood. 
Miss thilmansegg—ther Childhood, 
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Elpril 


First Day. 

When heaven and angels, earth and earthly 
things 

Do leave the guilty in their guiltiness— 

A cherub’s voice doth whisper in a child’s, 

There is a shrine within thy little heart 

Where I will hide, nor hear the trump of doom. 


CHARLES R. MATURIN. 


Bertram, 


Second Day, 
The large-eyed wonder, and ambitious heat 
Of the aspiring boy. 
JOHN KEATS. 
Calidore. 


Third Day, 
A boy, like summer morning fair. 
WALTER SCOTT. 
Rokeby.—Canto IV. 
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Fourth Day 


April 


Fourth Day. 
The tear, down childhood’s cheek that flows, 
Is like the dew-drop on the rose ; 
When next the summer breeze comes by, 
And waves the bush the flower is dry. 


WALTER SCOTT. 
Rokeby.—Canto IV. 
Fitth Day. 
His pretty pouting mouth, witless of speech, 
Lay half-way open like a rose-lipp’d shell ; 
And his young cheek was softer than a peach, 
Whereon his tears, for roundness could not 
dwell, 
But quickly roll’d themselves to pearls, and 
fell, ‘ 
Some on the grass, and some against his hand, 
Or haply wander’d to the dimpled well, 
Which love beside his mouth had sweetly 
plann’d 
Yet not for tears, but mirth and smilings bland. 


THOMAS HOOD. 


Midsummer Fairies, 
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Seventh Day 


April 


Sitth Day. 

Oh, ’tis a touching thing to make one weep,— 
A tender infant with its curtain’d eye, 
Breathing as it would neither live nor die 

With that unchanging countenance of sleep! 
As if its silent dream serene and deep, 

Had lined its slumber with a still blue sky, 

So that the passive cheeks uncouscious lie 
"With no more life than roses—just to keep 
The blushes warm, and the mild, odorous 


breath. 
THOMAS HOOD. 


Sonnet VII. 
Seventb Day. 
Thine eyelids slept so beauteously, I deem’d 
No eyes could wake so beautiful as they ; 
Thy rosy cheeks in such still slumbers lay, 
I loved their peacefulness, nor ever dream’d 
Of dimples ;—for those parted lips so seem’d 
I never thought a smile could sweetlier play, 
Nor that so graceful life could chase away 
Thy graceful death,—till those blue eyes up- 


beam’d. 
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Eigbtb Day 


April 


Seventh Day (continued). 

Now slumber lies in dimpled eddies drown’d, 

And roses bloom more rosily for joy, 

And odorous silence ripens into sound, 

And fingers move to sound,—All beauteous 
boy ! 

How thou dost waken into smiles, and prove 

If not more lovely, thou art more like Love! 


THOMAS HOOD. 
Sonnet VIII. 


Eighth Day. 
Thou happy, happy elf! 


Thou merry, laughing sprite ! 
With spirits feather-light, 
Untouch’d by sorrow, and unsoil’d by sin— 
Thou little tricksy Puck ! 
With antic toys so funnily bestuck, 
Light as the singing bird that wings the air— 
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Eighth Day 


Epril 


Eighth Day (continued). 
Thou human humming-bee, extracting honey 
From every blossom in the world that blows— 


Little epitome of man ! 


Touch’d with the beauteous tints of dawning 
life— 
Thou enviable being ! 
No storms, no clouds, in thy blue sky fore- 
seeing, 
Play on, play on, 
My elfin John! 
Toss the light ball—bestride the stick— 


With fancies, buoyant as thistle-down, 
Prompting the face grotesque, and antic brisk 
With many a lamb-like frisk. 


Thou pretty opening rose. 
Balmy and breathing music like the south, 
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Hinth Day 


April 


Eighth Day (continued). 


Fresh as the morn, and brilliant as its star— 


Bold as the hawk, yet gentle as the dove. 


THOMAS HOOD. 
To His Son Aged Three Years. 


Rintb Day. 

There was such beauty in those twin blue 
spheres, 

As any mother’s heart might leap to prize ; 

Blue were they, like the zenith of the skies 

Soften’d betwixt two clouds, both clear and 
mild :— 

Just touch’d with thought, and yet not over 
wise, 

They show’d the gentle spirit of a child, 

Nor yet by care or any craft defiled. 


THOMAS HOOD. 


Midsummer Fatries. 
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Twelfth Day 


April 


Tenth Day. . 


The innocent prattle of his children takes out 
the sting of a man’s poverty. 


CHARLES LAMB. 


Popular Fallacies. 


Eleventh Day. 

‘‘Tike as the arrows in the hand of the giant, 
even so are the young children” ; so says the 
excellent office in our Prayer-book appointed 
for the churching of women. ‘‘ Happy is the 
man that hath his quiver full of them”’ ; so say 
I; but then don’t let him discharge his quiver 
upon us that are weaponless; let them be 
arrows, but not to gall and stick us. 


CHARLES LAMB. 
A Bachelor's Complaint. 
Twelfth Day. 


Children have a real character, and an 


essential being of themselves. 


CHARLES LAMB. 
A Bachelor's Complaint. 


Thirteenth Day 


April 


Thirteenth Day. 

A child’s nature is too serious a thing to ad- 
mit of its being regarded as a mere appendage 
to another being, and to be loved or hated 
accordingly ; they stand with me upon their 
own stock, as much as men and women do. 
Oh! but you will say, sure it is an attractive 
age—there is something in the tender years of 
infancy that of itself charms us?—That is the 
very reason why I am more nice about them, 
I know that a sweet child is the sweetest thing 
in nature. . . = but the prettier the kind 
of a thing is, the more desirable it is that it 
should be pretty of its kind. One daisy differs 
not so much from another in glory ; but a vio- 
let should look and smell the daintiest. 


CHARLES LAMB. 
A Bachelor's Complaint. 
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Sirteentb Day 


April 


Fourteenth Day. 

The solitude of childhood is not so much the 
mother of thought, as the feeder of love, and 
silence, and admiration. 

CHARLES LAMB. 


Blakesmoor. 


Fifteenth Day. 

Children love to listen to stories about their 
elders, when ¢hey were children: to stretch 
their imagination to the conception of a tra- 
ditionary great-uncle, or grandame, whom they 


never saw. 
CHARLES LAMB. 


Dream Children, 


Sixteenth Day. 
All the sweet flavors . . . and such-like 
common baits of children. 
CHARLES LAMB, 
Dream Children, 
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Seventeenth Day 


April 


Seventeenth Day, 
Array’d—a half-angelic sight— 
In vests of pure Baptismal white, 
The mother to the Font doth bring 
The little helpless nameless thing, 
With hushes soft and mild caressing, 
At once to get—a name and blessing. 
Close by the Babe the Priest doth stand 
The Cleansing Water at his hand, 
Which must assoil the soul within 
From every stain of Adam’s sin. 
The Infant eyes the mystic scenes 
Nor knows what all the wonder means. 
And now he smiles, as if to say, 
“Tam a Christian made this day.” 


CHARLES LAMB. 
The Christening. 


Eigbteenth Day. 
Model of thy parent dear, 
Serious infant worth a fear. 
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Wincteentb Day 


April 


Eighteenth Day (continued). 
Birds shall sin g 
For thy delight each May morning. 
*Mid new-yean’d lambkins thou shalt play, 
+ Hardly less a lamb than they. 


And, while thou fillest thy lap with flowers, 
To make amends for wintry hours, 
The breeze, the sunshine, and the place, 
Shall from thy tender brow efface 
Each vestige of untimely care, 
And on thy every look impress 
A more excelling childishness. 
CHARLES LAMB. 
To a Child, 


Wineteentb Day. 

It is most sweet to muse 

Upon the days gone by: to act in thought 

Past seasons o’er, and be again a child ; 
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Twenticth Day 


Fpril 


Winetcentbh Day (continued). 

To sit in fancy on the turf-clad slope 

Down which the child would roll: to pluck gay 
flowers, 

Make posies in the sun, which the child’s hand 

(Childhood offended soon, soon reconciled) 

Would throw away, and straight take up again, 

Then fling them to the winds, and o’er the 
lawn 

Bound with so playful and so light a foot, 

That the pressed daisy scarce declined her head. 


CHARLES LAMB. 
Childhood. 
Twentieth Day. 
A child’s a plaything for an hour ; 
Its pretty tricks we try 
For that or for a longer space,— 
Then tire, and lay it by. 
But I know one that to itself 
All seasons could control ; 
That would have mock’d the sense of pain 
Out of a grievéd soul. 
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Twenty=ssecond Day 


Epril 


Twentieth Day (continued). 
Thou straggler into loving arms 
Young climber up of knees, 
When I forget thy thousand ways 
Then life and all shall cease! 
MARY LAMB, 


In Memoriam. 


Twenty-first Day. 
Childhood threw its golden ray 
Of gay romance o’er every happy day. 
KIRKE WHITE. 
Clifton Grove. 


Twenty=second Day. 
Childhood 
Serenest season of perpetual calms, 


Sweet reign of innocence, when no crime de- 


files, 
But each new object brings attendant smiles ; 
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Twenty=tbird Day 


EHpril 


Twentp=second Day (continued). 


When future evils never haunt the sight, 
But all is pregnant with unmix’d delight. 


KIRKE WHITE. 
Childhood.—FPart I, 
Twenty=tbird Day. 
God holds communion undisturbed with chil- 


dren. 
THOMAS DE QUINCEY. 


Susptria.—FPart I. 
Twenty-fourth Day. 
Children always turn toward the light. 


J. C. HARE. 
Guesses at Truth. 
Twenty=fitth Day. 

If a boy loves reading, reward him with a 
plaything ; if he loves sports, with a book. 
You may early lead him to value a present 
made thus, and to show that he values it by 
using it. 

J. C. HARE. 


Guesses at Truth, 
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Twenty=cighth Day 


Epril 


Twentyp=sirth Day. 
Around the child bend all the three 
Sweet graces—Faith, Hope, Charity. 
WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR. 
Folk-Thought. 


Twentp=seventb Day. 
The history of a man’s childhood is the de- 
scription of his parents and environment. 


THOMAS CARLYLE. 
Life of John Sterling. 


Twentyp=cightb Day. 

Happy season of Childhood! Kind Nature, 
that art to all a bountiful Mother ; that visited 
the poor man’s hut with auroral radiance ; and 
for thy Nursling hast provided a soft swath- 
ing of Love and infinite Hope, wherein he 
waxes and slumbers, danced-round by sweet- 


est dreams ! 
THOMAS CARLYLE. 


Sartor Resartus, 
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Twenty=eninth Day 


April 


Twentysninth Day. 

The young spirit has awakened out of Eter- 
nity, and knows not what we mean by Time; 
as yet Time is no fast-hurrying stream, but a 
sportful sunlit ocean ; years to the child are as 


ages. 
THOMAS CARLYLE. 


Sartor Resartus. 


Thitticth Day. 

Sleep on, thou fair Child, for thy long rough 
journey is at hand! A little while, and thou 
too shalt sleep no more, but thy very dreams 
shall be mimic battles. . . . As yet, sleep 
and waking are one; the fair Life-garden rus- 
tles infinite around, and everywhere is dewy 
fragrance, and the budding of Hope. 


THOMAS CARLYLE. 


Sartor Resartus. 
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May 
William Wordsworth 
Samuel Taylor Coleridge 


Whe Child is Father of the Man. 


William Wordsworth, 
The Rainbow. 
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May 


First Day. 

Trailing clouds of glory do we come 

From God, who is our home ; 

Heaven lies about us in our infancy ! 

Shades of the prison-house begin to close 
Upon the growing Boy. 

But he beholds the light, and whence it flows, 
He sees it in his joy. 

WORDSWORTH. 


Ode on Intimations of Immortality, from Recollections 
of Early Childhood. 


Second Day. 
Behold the Child among his new-born blisses, 
A six years’ Darling of a pigmy size ! 
See, where ’mid work of his own hand he lies, 
Fretted by sallies of his mother’s kisses, 
With light upon him from his father’s eyes ! 
See, at his feet, some little plan or chart, 
Some fragment from his dream of human life, 
Shaped by himself with newly-learnéd art ; 

wih 


Third Day 


May 


Second Day (continued). 

A wedding or a festival 

A mourning-or a funeral ; 

And this hath now his heart, 

And unto this he frames his song ; 

Then will he fit his tongue 
To dialogues of business, love, or strife ; 

But it will not be long 

Ere this be thrown aside, 

And with new joy and pride 

The little Actor cons another part ; 
Filling from time to time his ‘‘humorous stage”’ 
With all the Persons, down to palsied Age, 
That life brings with her in her equipage ; 

As if his whole vocation 

Were endless imitation. 


WORDSWORTH. 
ibid. 


Third Day. 

Thou little Child, yet glorious in the might 

Of heaven-born freedom on thy being’s height, 
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Fitth Day 


May 


Third Day (continued). 

Why with such earnest pains dost thou provoke 
The years to bring the inevitable yoke, 

Thus blindly with thy blessedness at strife ? 


WORDSWORTH. 
Ibid. 


Fourth Day. 

That which is most worthy to be blest, 

Delight and liberty, the simple creed 

Of Childhood, whether busy or at rest, 

With new-fledged hope still fluttering in his 


breast. 
WORDSWORTH. 


LTbid. 


Fitth Day. 

Loving she is, and tractable, though wild ; 

And Innocence hath privilege in her 

To dignify arch looks and laughing eyes ; 

And feats of cunning ; and the pretty round 

Of trespasses, affected to provoke 

Mock-chastisement and partnership in play. 
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Sirth Day 


May 


Fifth Day (continued). 


This happy creature-of herself 

Is all-sufficient ; solitude to her 
Is blithe society, who fills the air 
With gladness and involuntary songs. 


WORDSWORTH. 
A Child Three Years Old. 


Sirtb Day. 
—A simple Child, 
That lightly draws its breath, 
And feels its life in every limb, 
What should it know of death ? 


WORDSWORTH. 
We Are Seven, 


Seventh Day, 

The child she mourned had overstepped the 
pale 

Of Infancy, but still did breathe the air 
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_Rinth Day 


May 


That sanctifies its confines, and partook 
Reflected beams of that celestial light 
To all the Little-ones on sinful earth 


Not unvouchsafed. 
WORDSWORTH. 


Maternal Grief. 


Eigbtb Day. 
Sweet childish days, that were as long 
As twenty days are now. 


WORDSWORTH. 
To a Butterfly. 


WHintb Day. 

A child, more than all other gifts 

That earth can offer to declining man, 

Brings hope with it, and forward-looking 


thoughts. 
WORDSWORTH. 


Michael. 
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Tenth Day 


May 


Tentb Day. 
The Boy grew up 
A healthy lad, and carried in his cheeks 
Two steady roses that were five years old. 


WORDSWORTH. 


Michael, 


Eleventh Day. 

Like roebucks they went bounding o’er the 
hills ; 

‘They played like two young ravens on the 


crags. 
WORDSWORTH. 


The Brothers, 


Twelfth Day. 


From the Boy there came 
Feelings and emanations,—things which were 
Light to the sun and music to the wind. 


WORDSWORTH. 


Michael. 
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Fifteenth Day 


May 


Thirteenth Day. 

Never to living eat came sweeter sounds 
Than when I heard thee, by our own fireside 
First uttering, without words, a natural tune ; 
While thou, a feeding babe, didst in thy joy 
Sing at thy mother’s breast. 


WORDSWORTH. 
Michael, 


Fourteenth Day. 
The Child was happy, 
Like a spirit of air she moved, 


WORDSWORTH. 
The Westmoreland Girl. 


Fifteenth Day. 
Thou faery voyager! that dost float 
In such clear water, that thy boat 
May rather seem 
To brood on air than on an earthly stream ; 
Suspended in a stream as clear as sky, 
Where earth and heaven do make one im- 
agery ; 
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Sirteentbh Day 


May 


Fifteenth Day (continued). 
O blessed vision! happy child ! 
Thou art so exquisitely wild, 
I think of thee with many fears 
For what may be thy lot in future years. 


WORDSWORTH. 


To Hi. C., Six Years Old. 


Sirteentb Day. 


From his sixth year, the Boy of whom I speak 
In summer tended cattle on the Hills. 


He, many an evening, to his distant home 

In solitude returning, saw the Hills 

Grow larger in the darkness; all alone 

Beheld the stars come out above his head, 

And travelled through the wood, with no one 
near 

To whom he might confess the things he saw. 

So the foundation of his mind was laid. 


WORDSWORTH. 


Excursion.—Book J, 
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Eighteenth Day 


May 


Seventeenth Day. 

While yet a child 
He had perceived the presence and the power 
Of greatness. 


Nor did he fail 
While yet a child, with a child’s eagerness, 
Incessantly to turn his ear and eye 
On all things which the moving seasons 
brought 
To feed such appetite. 
WORDSWORTH. 
Ibid. 


Eigbteenth Day. 
A pretty Boy 
Was their best hope—next to the God in 


Heaven. 
WORDSWORTH. 


Ibid. 
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Winetcenth Day 


May 


Wineteenth Day. 
This blooming Child 
Is of an age to weep 
At any grave or solemn spectacle, 
Inly distressed or overpowered with awe, 


He knows not wherefore. 


WORDSWORTH. 


Excursion.—Book IT, 


Twentieth Day. 


Snug as a Child that hides itself in sport 
?Mid a green hay-cock in a sunny field. 


WORDSWORTH. 


Ibid. 


Twenty-first Day, 


I have seen 
A curious Child, who dwelt upon a tract 
Of inland ground, applying to his ear 
The convolutions of a smooth-lipped shell ; 
To which, in silence hushed, his very soul 
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Twenty=ssecond Day 


aay 


Twenty=first Day (continued). 

Listened intensely : aud his countenance soon 

Brightened with joy; for murmurings from 
within 

Were heard—sonorous cadences ! whereby 

To his belief, the monitor expressed 

Mysterious union with his native sea. 


WORDSWORTH. 
Excurston.—Book IV. 


Twentp=second Day. 
A little child, a limber elf, 
Singing, dancing to itself, 
A fairy thing with red round cheeks, 
That always finds, and never seeks, 
Makes such a vision to the sight 
As fills a father’s eyes with light. 


COLERIDGE. 
Christabel.— Part If. 
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Twenty=third Day 


May 


Twenty=stbird Day. 


Sweet stream, 


The elfin tribe around thy friendly banks 
With infant uproar and soul-soothing pranks, 
Released from school, their little hearts at rest, 
Launch paper navies on thy waveless breast. 
COLERIDGE. 
Spring in a Village. 


Twenty-fourth Day, 
For the mother’s sake the child was dear, 
And dearer was the mother for the child. 
COLERIDGE. 


Sonnet. 


Twentyp=fifth Day. 
Life went a Maying 
When I was young! 
COLERIDGE. 


Youth and Age. 
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Wwentyseseventh Day 


may 


Twenty=sirtb Day. 
Delight in little things, 
The buoyant child surviving in the man. 


COLERIDGE. 
Blossoming of the Date Tree. 


Twentypeseventh Day. 
Ah! cease thy tears and sobs, my little Life ! 


Poor stumbler on the rocky coast of woe, 
Tutored by pain each source of pain to know! 


Alike the Good, the Ill offend thy sight, 
And rouse the stormy sense of shrill affright ! 
Untaught yet wise! ’mid all thy brief alarms 
Thou closely clingest to thy mother’s arms, 
Nestling thy little face in that fond breast 
Whose anxious heayings lull thee to thy rest! 
Man’s breathing miniature! thou mak’st me 
sigh— 


A Babe art thou—— 
COLERIDGE. 


To an Infant 
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Twenty=cigbth Day 


May 


Twenty=cighbth Day. 
I dandled her 
When ’t was the mere’st fairy. 


COLERIDGE. 
The Three Graces. 


Twenty=ninth Day. 
The mother with anticipated glee 
Smiles o’er the child, that, standing by her 
chair 
And flatt’ning its round cheek upon her knee, 
Looks up, and doth its rosy lips prepare 
To mock the coming sounds. At that sweet 
sight 
She hears her own voice with a new delight ; 
And if the babe perchance should lisp the notes 
aright, 
Then is she tenfold gladder than before ! 


COLERIDGE. 
The Blossoming of the Date Tree. 
go 


Thirty=tirst Day 


May 


Tbirtieth Day. 


Leave him in wardship to his innocence. 
His young and open soul !—dissimulation 
Is foreign to its habits ! 
COLERIDGE. 
Wallenstein.—Part I, 


Cbitty=first Day. 

O’er wayward childhood would’st thou hold 
firm rule, 

And sun thee in the light of happy faces ; 

Love, Hope, and Patience, these must be thy 
graces, 

And in thine own heart let them first keep 


school. 
COLERIDGE. 


Love, Hope, and Patience in Education. 


oI 


Sune 


Robert Browning 
Elizabeth Barrett Browning 


fn the pure loves of cbild and motber !— 


Two buman loves make one divine, 


Elizabetb 6. Browning, 
Asobel’s Child, 
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Sune 


First Day. 
That boyhood of wonder and hope, 
Present promise and wealth of the future be- 
yond the eye’s scope. 


ROBERT RROWNING. 
Saul. 


Second Day. 
Hark, those two in the hazel coppice— 
A boy and a girl. 


Let them pass, as they will too soon, 
With the beanflower’s boon, 

And the blackbirds’ tune 

And May and June! 


ROBERT BROWNING. 
De Gustibus, 


Third Day. 
All will be gay when noontide makes anew 
The Buttercups, the little children’s dower. 
ROBERT BROWNING. 
Home Thoughts. 
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Fourth Day 


Sune 


Fourth Day. 
Over head the tree-tops meet, 
Flowers and grasses spring ’neath one’s feet ; 
There was nought above me, nought below, 
My childhood had not learned to know ; 
For, what are the voices of birds 
—Ay, and of beasts,—but words, our words, 
Only so much more sweet? 
The knowledge of that with my life begun, 
But I had so near made out the sun, 
And counted your stars, the seven and one, 
Like the fingers of my hand ; 
Nay, I could all but understand 
Wherefore through heaven the white moon 
FAUGeS, Vc se 
ROBERT BROWNING. 
Pippa Passes. 


Fifth Day. 
You ’ll never hope 
To be such friends, for instance, she and you, 
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Seventb Day 


Sune 


Fitth Day (continued). 
As when you hunted cowslips in the woods 
Or played together in the meadow hay. 


ROBERT BROWNING. 
A Blot on the ’Scutcheon 


Sirth Day. 


The self-complacent boy inquirer. 


ROBERT BROWNING. 
The Return of the Druses. 


Seventh Day. 

I say, that as the babe, you feed awhile, 
Becomes a boy and fit to feed himself, 

So, minds at first must be spoon-fed with truth ; 
When they can eat, babe’s nurture is with- 


drawn. 
ROBERT BROWNING. 


A Death in the Desert. 
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Eighth Day 


Sune 


Eighth Day. 


Boys seek for images and melody. 


Objects throng our youth, ’tis true; 
We see and hear and do not wonder much. 


The best of all you showed before, believe, 
Was your own boy-face o’er the finer chords 
Bent, following the cherub at the top 

That points to God with his paired half-moon 


wings. 
ROBERT BROWNING. 


Transcendentalism. 


Rintb Day. 
Joyous and confiding like the triumph 


Of a child. 
ROBERT BROWNING. 


Pauline, 
Tenth Day. 
The fantastic projects and day-dreams 
Of a raw restless boy. 


ROBERT BROWNING. 


Paracelsus, 
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Thirteenth Day 


Zune 


Eleventh Day. 
Even as a child, 
Looking no farther than thy sweet commands. 


ROBERT BROWNING. 


Pauline. 


Twelfth Day. 

Then the Boy sprang up from his knees and 
ran, 

Stung by the splendor of a sudden thought. 


ROBERT BROWNING. ; 
A Death in the Desert. 


Thirteenth Day. 
The young ones whisper finger on lip 
“‘There he is at it, deep in Greek ; 
Now then, or never, out we slip 
To cut from the hazels by the creek 
A main-mast for our ship!” 


ROBERT BROWNING. 
By the Fireside. 
99 


Fourteenth Day 


Sune 


Fourteenth Day. 

Lo, on a heathy brown and nameless hill 
By sparkling Asolo, in mist and chill, 
Morning just up, higher and higher runs 
A child barefoot and rosy. 


And through the haze 

(Save where some patches of gray maize 
Are to be overleaped) that boy has crossed 
The whole hill-side of dew and powder-frost 
Matting the balm and mountain-camomile. 
Up and up goes he, singing all the while 
Some unintelligible words to beat 

The Lark, God’s poet. 


ROBERT BROWNING. 
Sordello, 


Fittecnth Day. 
I have not so far left the coasts of life 
To travel inland, that I cannot hear 
That murmur of the outer Infinite 
Which unweaned babies smile at in their sleep 
When wondered at for smiling: not so far, 
100 


Sixteenth Day 


Sune 


Fifteenth Day (continued). 
But still I catch my mother at her post 
Beside the nursery-door, with finger up, 
“Hush, hush—there ’s too much noise!’’ while 
her sweet eyes 
Leap forward, taking part against her word 
In the child’s riot. Still I sit and feel 
My father’s slow hand, when she had left us 
both, 
Stroke out my childish curls across his knee: 
And hear Assunta’s daily jest (she knew 
He liked it better than a better jest) 
Inquire how many golden scudi went 
To make such ringlets? 
E. B. BROWNING. 
Aurora Leigh.—First Book. 


Sixteenth Day. 
Women know 
The way to rear up children 
They know a simple, merry, tender knack 
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Seventeenth Day 


Sune 


Sixteenth Day (continued). 

Of tying sashes, fitting baby-shoes, 

And stringing pretty words to make no sense, 

And kissing full sense into empty words; 

Which things are corals to cut life upon 

Although such trifles; children learn by such, 

Love’s holy earnest in a pretty play, 

And get not over-early solemnized,— 

But seeing, as in a rose-bush, Love’s Divine, 

Which burns and hurts not,—not a single 
bloom,— 

Become aware and unafraid of Love. 


E. B. BROWNING. 
Aurora Leigh.—First Book. 


Seventeenth Day. 
I was just thirteen, 
Still growing like the plants from unseen roots 
In tongue-tied springs. 
E. B. BROWNING. 


Aurora Leigh.—First Book. 
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Wincteenth Day 


Sune 


Eighteenth Day. 
I sit beneath thy looks, as children do 
In the noon-sun, with souls that tremble 
through 
Their happy eyelids from an unaverred 
Yet prodigal inward joy. 
E. B. BROWNING. 
Sonnets from the Portuguese, XX XI, 


Rineteentb Day. 
Nine years old! The first of any 
Seem the happiest years that come :— 


Nine green years had scarcely brought me 
To my childhood’s haunted spring :— 

I had life, like flowers and bees, 

In betwixt the country trees ; 

And the sun, the pleasure, taught me 
Which he teacheth everything. 


E. B. BROWNING. 
Hector in the Garden, 
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Twentieth Day 


Sune 


Twentieth Day. 
His childish smile 
Which cometh unaware. 


E. B. BROWNING. 
The Poet’s Vow, 


Twenty-first Day. 
A child that never knew but love 
Whom words of wrath surprise. 


E. B. BROWNING. 


The Poet's Vow. 


Twentp=second Day. 

Sleep on, Baby, on the floor, 
Tired of all the playing, — 

Sleep with smile the sweeter for 
That you dropped away in! 

On your curls’ full roundness, stand 
Golden lights serenely— 

One cheek, pushed out by the hand, 
Folds the dimple inly ; 
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Twenty=third Day 


Sune 


Twentyp=second Day (continued). 
Little head and little foot 
Heavy laid for pleasure, 
Underneath the lids half-shut, 
Slants the shining azure :— 
Open-souled in noonday sun, 
So you lie and slumber ! 
Nothing evil, having done, 
Nothing can encumber. 
EB. B. BROWNING. 
Sleeping and Watching. 


Twenty-third Day. 
Many a thought shall grow 


Of thee, glad child. 


. 


Yes! thoughts of thee, who satest oft, 
A while since, at my side— 
So wild to tame,—to move so soft, 
So very hard to chide ; 
The childish vision at thine heart, 
The lesson on the knee; 
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Twentysthird Day 


Sune 


Twentyp=third Day (continued). 
The wandering looks which would depart 
Like gulls, across the sea ! 


The laughter, which no half-belief 
In wrath could all suppress ; 

The falling tears, which looked like grief, 
And were but gentleness ; 


The sportive speech with wisdom in ’t— 
The question strange and bold— 

The childish fingers in the print 
Of God’s creative hold : 

The praying words in whispers said, 
The sin with sobs confest. 


The gentle consciousness of praise 
With hues that went and came ; 

The brighter blush; a word could raise 
Were that—a father’s name ! 


E. B. BROWNING. 
The Little Friend. 
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Twenty=fiftth Day 


Sune 


Twenty-fourth Day. 

The happy children come to us, 
And look up in our faces ; 

They ask us—Was it thus and thus, 
When we were in their places? 

We cannot speak :—we see anew 
The hills we used to live in ; 

And feel our mother’s smile press through 
The kisses she is giving. 


E. B. BROWNING. 
The Cry of the Human. 


Twentyp=fifth Day. 
I will paint her as I see her ; 
Ten times have the lilies blown 
Since she looked upon the sun. 


And her face is lily-clear— 
Lily-shaped, and drooped in duty 
To the law of its own beauty. 


Oval cheeks, encolored faintly, 
Which a trail of golden hair 
Keeps from fading off to air. 
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Twentyssirth Day 


Sune 


Twenty=fitth Day (continued). 
And a forehead fair and saintly 
Which two blue eyes undershine 
Like meek prayers before a shrine. 


Face and figure of a child,— 
Though too calm, you think, and tender, 
For the childhood you would lend her, 


Yet child-simple, undefiled, 
Frank, obedient,—waiting still 
On the turnings of your will. 


Moving lightly, as all young things— 
As young birds, or early wheat 
When the wind blows over it. 


E. B. BROWNING. 
A Portrait, 


Twentp=sirth Day. 
How he sleepeth ! having drunken 
Weary childhood’s mandragore, 
From his pretty eyes have sunken 
Pleasures to make room for more— 
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Twentyeseventh Day 


Sune 


Twenty=sitth Day (continued), 
Sleeping near the withered nosegay, which he 
pulled the day before. 


As the moths around a taper, 
As the bees around a rose, 
As the gnats around a vapor,— 
So the spirits group and close 
Round about a holy childhood, as if drinking 


its repose. 
EH. B. BROWNING. 


A Child Asleep. 


Twentp=eseventb Day. 
A little child ! 


Bright-featured, as the July sun 
Her little face still played in. 


So Lily, from those July hours, 
No wonder we should call her : 
She looked such kinship to the flowers— 
Was but a little taller. 
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Twenty=seventh Day 


Sune 


Twenty=eseventh Day (continued). 

et Her 

Who perfumed with pure blossom 

The house! —a lovely thing to wear 

Upon a mother’s bosom ! 

This July creature thought perhaps 

Our speech not worth assuming 

She sat upon her parent’s laps, 

And mimicked the gnat’s humming ; 

Said ‘‘ Father,”’ ‘“‘ Mother ! ’—then, left off; 

For tongue celestial fitter. 

Her hair had grown just long enough 

To catch Heaven’s jasper-glitter. 

Babes! Love could always hear and see 

Behind the cloud that hid them ; 

“Tet little children come to me, 

And do not thou forbid them.” 


EH. B. BROWNING. 
A Child’s Grave at Florence. 


IIo 


Twenty=cighbth Day 


Sune 


Twentyp=cighbth Day. 

We are borne into life—it is sweet, it is strange ! 

We lie still on the knee of a mild Mystery, 

Which smiles with a change ! 

But we doubt not of changes, we know not of 
spaces ; 

The Heavens seem as near us as our own 
mother’s face is, 

And we think we could touch all the stars that 
we see ; 

And the milk of our mother is white on our 
mouth ! 

And, with small childish hands, we are turning 
around 

The apple of Life which another has found :— 

It is warm with our touch, not with the sun of 
the south, 

And we count, as we turn it, the red side for 
four— 

O Life, O Beyond, 
Thou art sweet, thou art strange evermore. 
Then all things look strange in the pure golden 


eether ; 
III 


Twenty=eninth Day 


Sune 


Twentyp=cighth Day (continued). 

We walk through the garden with hands linked 
together, 

And the lilies look large as the trees ; 

And as loud as the birds, sing the bloom-loving 
bees, — 

And the birds sing like angels, so mystical fine ; 

And the cedars are brushing the archangel’s 
feet ; 

And time is eternity,—love is divine, 

And the world is complete. 

Now, God bless the child—father, mother, re- 
spond ! 

O Life, O Beyond, 
Thou art strange, thou art sweet. 


E. B. BROWNING. 


Life’s Progress. 


Twentyp=eninth Day. 
A solemn thing it is to me 
To look upon a babe that sleeps— 
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Thirticth Day 


Sune 


Twenty=eninth Day (continued). 
With that soft, low, quiet breath, 
As if it felt the sun ! 
Knowing all things by their blooms, 
Not their roots: yea,—sun and sky, 
Only by the warmth that comes 
Out of each: earth, only by 
The pleasant hues that o’er it rmn ; 
And human love, by drops of sweet: 
White nourishment still hanging round 
The little mouth so slumber-bound. 


O little lids, now folded fast, 
Must ye learn to drop at last 
Our large and burning tears ? 


EK. B. BROWNING. 
Tsobe?'s Chit 


Tbitticth Day. 
These . . . children small, 
Spilt like blots about the city, 
Quay, and street, and palace-wall— 
Take them up into your pity ! 
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Thirtieth Day 


Sune 


Thirtieth Day (continued). 
Ragged children with bare feet, 
Whom the angels in white raiment 
Know the names of, to repeat 
When they come on you for payment. 


Patient children—think what pain 
Makes a young child patient—ponder ! 


Wicked children, with peaked chins 
And old foreheads ! 


Sickly children, that whine low 
To themselves and not their mothers, 
From mere habit,—never so 


Hoping help or care from others. 


Healthy children, with those blue 
English eyes, fresh from their Maker, 

Fierce and ravenous, staring through 
At the brown loaves of the baker. 


Little outcasts from life’s fold. 


° . . . . . . 


II4 


-birtieth Day 


Sune 


Thitticth Day (continued). 
O my sisters! children small, 
Blue-eyed, wailing through the city— 
Our own babes cry in them all: 
Let us take them into pity. 
E. B. BROWNING. 
Song for the Ragged Schools. 


15 


Suly 


Alfred, Dord Tennyson 
Mattbew Arnold 


The Chilo—theaven’s Gift. 
Tennyson, 
Becket, 
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First Day. 
Thrice happy state again to be 
The trustful infant on the knee! 
Who lets his rosy fingers play 
About his mother’s neck, and knows 
Nothing beyond his mother’s eyes. 
They comfort him by night and day ;, 
They light his little life alway ; 
He hath no thought of coming woes ;; 
He hath no care of life or death ; 
Scarce outward signs of joy arise, 
Gecause the Spirit of happiness 
And perfect rest so inward is ; 
And loveth so his innocent heart. 


TENNYSON. 
Supposed Confessions. 


Second Day. 
The sweetest little maid 
That ever crowed for kisses. 
TENNYSON. 
The Princess. 
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Third Day 


Sulp 


Tbitd Day. 
The babe 
Half-lapt in glowing gauze and golden brede, 
Lay like a new-fallen meteor on the grass, 
‘Uncared for, spied its mother, and began 
_A blind and babbling laughter, and to dance 
Its body, and reach its fatling innocent arms, 
_And lazy lingering fingers. 
TENNYSON. 
The Princess. 


Fourth Day. 

Hereye™ = = < dwelt 
Full on the child; she took it: ‘‘ Pretty bud! 
Lily of the vale! half-opened bell of the woods ! 
Sole comfort of my dark hour.”’ 


Here she kissed it ; then— 
““ All good go with thee! take it, Sir,” and so 
‘aid the soft babe in his hard-mailed hands 
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Sirth Day 


Suly 


Fourth Day (continued). 

Then felt it sound and whole from head to foot, 

And hugged and never hugged it close enough. 
TENNYSON. 


The Princess, 


Fifth Day. 
The dawn of rosy childhood. 


TENNYSON. 
Enoch Arden. 


Sixth Day. 
The child was only eight summers old, 
His beauty still with his years increased, 
His face was ruddy, his hair was gold. 
TENNYSON. 
The Victim. 


I2I 


Seventh Day 


Sulp 


Seventh Day. 

The baby new to earth and sky, 
What time his tender palm is prest 
Against the circle of the breast, 

Has never thought that ‘“‘thisis I:” 

But as he grows he gathers much, 
And learns the use of ‘“‘I’’ and ‘“‘me,’’ 
And finds, ‘‘I am not what I see, 

And other than the things I touch.” 


TENNYSON. 


In Memoriam. 


Eighth Day. 
I remember 
How I would dandle you upon my knee 
At lisping-age. I watch’d you dancing once 
With your huge father; he look’d the Great 
Harry, 
You but his cockboat ; prettily you did it 


And innocently. 
TENNYSON. 


Queen Mary. 
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HRinth Day 


Zuly 
Wintb Day. 


The woman half turn’d round 


And reaching thro’ the night 

Half-embraced the basket cradle-head 

With one soft arm, which, like the pliant bough 

That moving moves the nest, and nestling, 
sway’d 

The cradle, while she sang this baby song. 


What does little birdie say 

In her nest at peep of day ? 

Let me fly, says little birdie, 
Mother, let me fly away. 

Birdie, rest a little longer, 

Till the little wings are stronger, 
So she rests a little longer, 
Then she flies away. 


What does little baby say, 

In her bed at peep of day ? 

Baby says, like little birdie, 

Let me rise and fly away. 
"29 


Tenth Day 


Suly 


Hinth Day (continued). 
Baby, sleep a little longer, 
Till the little limbs are stronger. 
If she sleeps a little longer, 
Baby too shall fly away. 


TENNYSON. 


Sea Dreams. 


Tenth Day. 

Sick children have strange fancies, 

Strange longings ; and to thwart them in their 
moods 

May work them grievous harm at times, may 
even 


Hasten their end. 
TENNYSON. 


The Falcon. 


Eleventh Day. 


Children—would they grew 
Like field-flowers everywhere ! 


TENNYSON. 


The Princess. 
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Thirteenth Day 


July 
Twelfth Day. 


Oh! sure it is a special care 
Of God, to fortify from doubt, 
To arm in proof, and guard about 
With triple-mailed truth, and clear 
Delight, the infant’s dawning year. 
TENNYSON. 
Supposed Confessions, 


Cbirteenth Day. 
She gamboll’d on the greens 
A baby-germ, to when 
The maiden blossoms of her teens 
Could number five from ten. 


Yet, since I first could cast a shade, 
Did never creature pass 

So slightly, musically made, 
So light upon the grass. 


Then ran she, gamesome as the colt, 
And livelier than a lark 
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Fourteenth Day 


Suly 


Thirteenth Day (continued). 
She sent her voice thro’ all the holt 
Before her, and the park. 


A light wind chased her on the wing, 
And in the chase grew wild, 

As close as might be would he cling 
About the darling child. 


But light as any wind that blows, 
So fleetly did she stir, 
The flower, she touch’d on, dipt and rose, 
And turned to look at her. 
TENNYSON. 
The Talking Oak. 


Fourteenth Day. 
In their double love secure 
The little maiden walk’d demure, 
Pacing with downward eyelids pure. 
TENNYSON. 
The Two Voices, 
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Fifteentb Day 


Suly 


Fitteenth Day. 

These had been together from the first, 
Leolin’s first nurse was, five years after, hers ; 
So much the boy foreran : but when his date 
Doubled her own, for want of playmates he 


Had tost his ball and flown his kite, and roll’d 
His hoop to pleasure Edith, with her dipt 
Against the rush of the air in the prone swing, 
Made blossom-ball or daisy-chain, arranged 
Her garden, sow’d her name and kept it green 
In living letters, told her fairy-tales, 

Show’d her the fairy footings on the grass, 

The little dells of cowslip, fairy palms, 

The petty marestail forest, fairy pines, 

Or from the tiny pitted target blew 

What looked a flight of fairy arrows aim’d 

All at one mark, all hitting : make-believes 


For Edith and himself. 
TENNYSON, 


Aylmer’s Field. 
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Sirteentbh Day 


Suly 


Sixteenth Day. 
A herd of boys with clamor bowled 
And stamped the wicket ; babies rolled about 
Like tumbled fruit in grass. 
TENNYSON. 


The Princess. 


Seventeenth Day. 
Like the caged bird escaping suddenly, 
The little innocent soul flitted away. 
TENNYSON. 
Enoch Arden, 


Eighteenth Day. 
Where do the children sleep ? 


They sleep in shelter’d rest 
Like helpless birds in the warm nest. 


——Full on their window the moon’s ray 
Makes their chamber as bright as day. 
It shines upon the blank white walls, 
And on the snowy pillow falls, 
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Eigbteentb Day 


Suly 


Eigbteenth Day (continued). 
And on two angel-heads doth play 
Turn’d to each other—their eyes closed, 
The lashes on the cheeks reposed. 
Round each sweet brow the cap close-set 
Hardly lets peep the golden hair ; 
Through the soft-open’d lips the air 
Scarcely moves the coverlet. 
One little wandering arm is thrown 
At random on the counterpane, 
And often the fingers close in haste 
As if their baby-owner chased 
The butterflies again. 
This stir they have, and this alone; 
But else they are so still ! 
—Ah, tired madcaps ! you lie still : 
But were you at the window now 
To look forth on the fairy sight 
Of your illumined haunts by night. 


But you see fairer in your dreams. 


MATTHEW ARNOLD. 


Tristram and Jseult. 
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Wineteentbh Day 


Suly 


Hineteenth Day. 

Under the glittering hollies Iseult stands, 

Watching her children play ; their little hands 

Are busy gathering spars of quartz, and streams 

Of stag’s-horn for their hats; anon, with screams 

Of mad delight they drop their spoils, and 
bound 

Among the holly-clumps and broken ground, 

Racing full speed, and startling in their rush 

The fell-fares and the speckled missel-thrush 

Out of their glossy coverts :—but when now 

Their cheeks were flush’d, and over each hot 
brow 

Under the feather’d hats of the sweet pair, 

. In blinding masses show’d the golden hair, 
Then Iseult called them to her. 


MATTHEW ARNOLD. 


Tristram and Iseult. 
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Twenty=third Day 


Suly 


Twentieth Day. 
Children’s voices should be dear 
To a mother’s ear. 
MATTHEW ARNOLD. 
The Forsaken Mermaid. 


Twenty-first Day. 
Like a young child, hast cried thyself to sleep. 


MATTHEW ARNOLD. 
Bulder Dead. 


Twenty=second Day. 

Two youthful schoolboys are, for all but 
their own parents, a luxury to be enjoyed with 
moderation and for no unnecessary number of 


days at a time. 
MATTHEW ARNOLD. 


Letters. 


Twenty-third Day, 
Credulous of fables as a girl. 


MATTHEW ARNOLD. 
Empedocles on Etna. 
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Twenty=fourth Day 


Suly 


Twenty-fourth Day. 
A boy whose tongue outruns his knowledge, 
And on whose lightness blame is thrown away. 


MATTHEW ARNOLD. 
Empedocles on Etna, 


Twentyp=fifth Day. 


He sleeps—sleeps calm 


What sweeter sleep than this could I desire 
For thee, my child, if thou wert yet alive ? 
How often have I dream’d of thee like this. 


Asleep in the Arcadian glens at noon, 
Thy head droop’d softly, and thy golden curls 
Clustering o’er thy white forehead, like a girl’s; 
Thy short proud lip showing thy race, 


Ah me! 
And where dost thou sleep now, my innocent 
boy ?>— 
MATTHEW ARNOLD. 
Merope. 
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Twentyscigbth Day 


Sulp 


Twentyp=sirth Day. 

Children (as such forgive them) have I known, 

Ever in their own eager pastime bent 

To make the incurious bystander, intent 

On his own swarming thoughts, an interest 
own— 

Too fearful or too fond to play alone. 

MATTHEW ARNOLD. 


Religious Isolation. 


Twentp=seventh Day. 

Who taught this pleading to unpractised eyes? 
Who hid such import in an infant’s gloom? 
Who lent thee, child, this meditative guise ? 
Who mass’d, round that slight brow, these 


clouds of doom? 
MATTHEW ARNOLD. 


To a Gipsy Child. 


Twentp=ecighth Day. 
Children of weak age 
Lend life to the dumb stones 
Whereon to vent their rage. 
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Twentyeninth Dap 


Suly 


Twentyp=cigbth Day (continued). 
And bend their little fists, and rate the sense- 


less ground. 
MATTHEW ARNOLD. 


Empedocles on Etna. 


Twentp=enintb Day. 
Every one notices and pets the child, he is so 
singularly winning and unexpected in all he 


says and does. 
MATTHEW ARNOLD. 


Letters. 


Chirtietb Day. 

He was a general favorite from his good tem- 
per; pleasantness I should call what he has, 
rather than good temper. Nelly is getting the 
most jolly, noisy, boyish, mischievous duck 
in the world; and her tongue is exceedingly 


pretty. 
MATTHEW ARNOLD. 


Letters. 
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Thittyefirst Day 


Fulyp 


Thirty=first Day. 

The children talk much of the death (Prince 
Albert’s), and Flu overheard Dicky telling 
Lucy that he was gone to Heaven. Upon 
which Lucy answered, ‘‘ Should I like Heaven, 
Wichard dear?” “Oh yes, darling,’’ says 
Dickie, ‘‘so much! there ’s tookey there, and 
toyshops, and such deautiful dollies!’’ You 
will be amused by the first place given by Dick 
to croquét even in Heaven. 

MATTHEW ARNOLD. 
Letters. 
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August 


George Eliot 
Jean Ingelow 


Where anotber childbood=world my sbare, 
M1 would be born a little sister there. 


George Eliot, 
Brother and Sister. 
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August 


First Day. 

We could never have loved the earth so well 
if we had had no childhood in it—if it were not 
the earth where the same flowers came up 
again every spring that we used to gather with 
our tiny fingers as we sat lisping to ourselves 
on the grass—the same hips and haws on the 
autumn hedgerows, the same red-breasts that 
we used to call ‘‘God’s birds,”’ because they did 
no harm to the precious crops. What novelty 
is worth that sweet monotony where everything 
is known, and loved because it is known. 


GEORGE ELIOT. 
The Mill on the Floss. 


Second Day. 
Childhood has no forebodings ; but then, it is 
soothed by no memories of out-lived sorrow. 
GEORGE ELIOT. 
The Mill on the Floss. 


Third Day 


Hugust 


Third Day. 

“Ah! my child, you will have real troubles to 
fret about by-and-by,”’ is the consolation we Have 
almost all of us had administered to us in our 
childhood, and have repeated to other children 
_ since we have grown up. We have all sobbed 
so piteously, standing with tiny bare legs above 
our little socks, when we lost sight of our 
mother or nurse in some strange place. 

Every one of those keen moments has left its 
trace, and lives in us still, but such traces have 
blent themselves irrevocably with the firmer 
texture of our youth and manhood, and so it 
comes that we can look on at the troubles of 
our children with a smiling disbelief in the 
reality of their pain. 
GEORGE ELIOT. 
The Mill on the Floss. 


Fourth Day. 


The children were used to hear themselves 
talked of as freely as if they were birds, and 
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Fitth Day 


August 


Fourth Day (continued). 
could understand nothing, however they might 
stretch their necks and listen. 


GEORGE ELIOT. 
The Mill on the Floss. 


Fitth Day. 

Certainly the contrast between the cousins 
was conspicuous. . . . It was like the con- 
trast between a rough, dark, overgrown puppy 
and a white kitten. Lucy put up the neatest 
little rose-bud mouth to be kissed: everything 
about her was neat—her little round neck, with 
the row of coral beads ; her little straight nose, 
not at all snubby; her little clear eyebrows, 
rather darker than her curls, to match her hazel 
eyes, which looked up with shy pleasure at 
Maggie. . . . Maggie always looked at 
Lucy with delight. She was fond of fancying 
a world where the people never got any larger 
than children of their own age, and she made 
the queen of it just like Lucy, with a little 
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Sirth Day 


August 


Fifth Day (continued). 
crown on her head and a little scepter in her 
hand . ... only the queen was Maggie her- 


self in Lucy’s form. 
GEORGE ELIOT. 


The Mill on the Floss. 
Sirth Day. 

Tom was rather a Rhadamanthine person- 
age, having more than the usual share of boy’s 
justice in him—the justice that desires to hurt 
culprits as much as they deserve to be hurt, 
and is troubled with no doubts concerning the 
exact amount of their deserts. 


GEORGE ELIOT. 
The Mill on the Floss. 
Seventh Day. 
He was the elder and a little man 
Of forty inches, bound to show no dread, 
And I the girl, that puppy-like now ran, 
Now lagged behind my brother’s larger tread. 
I held him wise, and when he talked to me 
Of snakes and birds, and which God loved 


the best, 
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Hintb Day 


August 


Seventh Day (continued). 
I thought his knowledge marked the boundary 
Where men grew blind, though angels knew 
the rest. 
If he said ‘‘ Hush!” I tried to hold my breath; 
Wherever he said ‘“‘Come !”’ I stepped in faith. 
GEORGE ELIOT. 


Brother and Sister. 


Eighth Day. 
Wild-rose branches take their finest scent 
From those blest hours of infantine content. 


GEORGE ELIOT. 
Brother and Sister, 


intb Day. 
My infant gladness, through eye, ear, and 
touch, 

Took easily as warmth a various food 

To nourish the sweet skill of loving much. 
GEORGE ELIOT. 

Brother and Sister. 
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Tentb Day 


Hugust 


Tenth Day. 
Aged people feel the miss of children. 
GEORGE ELIOT. 


Silas Marner. 


Eleventh Day. 

She was perfectly quiet now, but not asleep— 
only soothed by sweet porridge and warmth 
into that wide-gazing calm which makes us 
older human beings, with our inward turmoil, 
feel a certain awe in the presence of a little 
child, such as we feel before some quiet miaj- 
esty or beauty in the earth or sky, before a 
steady glowing planet, or a full-flowered eglan- 
tine, or the branching trees over a silent path- 


way. 
GHORGE ELIOT. 


Silas Marner, 


Twelfth Day. 

The strong skilful men are the gentlest to the 
women and children; and it’s pretty to see 
’em carrying the little babies, as if they were 
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Fourteenth Day 


Hugust 


Twelfth Day (continued). 
no heavier than little birds. And the babies 
always seem to like the strong men best. 


GEORGE ELIOT. 
Adam Bede. 


Chitteentb Day. 

In old days there were angels who came and 
took men by the hand and led them away from 
the city of destruction. We see no white- 
winged angels now. But yet men are led away 
from threatening destruction: a hand is put 
into theirs, which leads them forth gently tow- 
ards a calm and bright land, so that they look 
no more backward, and the hand may be a 


little child’s. 
GEORGE ELIOT. 


Silas Marner. 


Fourteenth Day. 
Is it warm in that green valley, 
Vale of childhood, where you dwell? 
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Fourteenth Day 


August 


Fourteenth Day (continued). 
Is it calm in that green valley, 
Round whose bournes such great hills 
swell? 
Are there giants in the valley— 
Giants leaving footprints yet? 
Are. there angels in the valley ? 
Tell me—I forget. 


Answer, answer, for the lilies, 
Little one, o’ertop you much, 

And the mealy gold within them 
You can scarcely reach to touch; 


Are there voices in the valley, 
Lying near the heavenly gate? 


When it opens, do the harp-strings, 
Touched within, reverberate ? 
When, like shooting-stars, the angels 
To your couch at nightfall go, 
Are their swift wings heard to rustle? 
Tell me! for you know. 
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Fitteentb Day 


August 


Fourteenth Day (continued). 
Yes, you know; and you are silent, 
Not a word shall asking win ; 
Little mouth more sweet than rosebud, 
Fast it locks the secret in. 
JEAN INGELOW. 
The Portrait of a Child. 


Fitteenth Day, 

Each voice grows soft in saying— 
“Kiss me, little child !”’ 

As a boon the kiss is granted, 
Baby mouth, your touch is sweet, 

Takes the love without the trouble 
From those lips that with it meet ; 

Gives the love, O pure! O tender ! 
Of the valley where it grows, 

But the baby heart receiveth 
More than tt bestows. 


JEAN INGELOw. 
The Portratt of a Child, 
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Sirteenth Day 


Hugust 


Sixteentb Day. 
Little maid, with wondrous eyes, 
Not afraid, but clear and tender, 
Blue, and filled with prophecies. 
JEAN INGELOW. 
The Portrait of a Child. 


Seventeentb Day. 
How beautiful 
Are children to their fathers ! 


JEAN INGELOW. 
A Story of Doom, 


Eigbteentb Day. 
rst Child, Are the trees sorry 
When their leaves drop off ? 
2d Child. You talk such silly words :—no, 
not at all. 
There goes another leaf. 
rst Child, J did not see. 
2d Child. ook! on the grass, between the 
little hills, 
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Eighteenth Day 


August 


Eighteenth Day (continued). 
Just where they planted Amy. 

Tie Amy died—— 
Dear little Amy! When you talk of her 
Say, she is gone to heaven. 

rst Child. They planted her— 
Will she come up next year? 

2d Child. No, notso soon; 
But some day God will call her to come up, 
And then she will. Papa knows everything— 
He said she would before he planted her. 

ist Child. It was at night she went to 

heaven. Last night 

We saw a star before we went to bed. 

2d Child. Yes, Uncle, did you know? A 

large bright star, 

And at her side she had some little ones— 
Some young ones. 

Uncle. Young ones! no, my little maid, 
Those stars are very old. 

2d Child. What! all of them? 

Uncle. Yes! 
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Rineteenth Day 


August 


Eigbteenth Day (continued). 
2d Child. Older than our father ? 
Uncle. Older, far. 
rst Child. They must be tired of shining 
there so long. 
Perhaps they wish they might come down. 
Uncle. Perhaps! 
Dear children talk of what you understand. 


JEAN INGELOW. 
Afternoon at a Parsonage. 
ineteenth Day. 
When she saw her little tender babe, 


She felt how much the happy days of life 
Outweigh the sorrowful. 


JEAN INGELOW. 
Laurance. 
Twentieth Day. 
Childhood was itself a good 
Attractive thing for kisses, tender praise, 


And comforting. 
JEAN INGELOw. 


Gladys and Her Island. 
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Twenty=esecond Day 


Hugust 


Twenty-first Day. 
O,—O that cooing mouth,—that little white 


head ! 
JEAN INGELOw. 


Songs with Preludes.. 


Twenty=second Day. 
The children called . .. 


Ah, yet you call,—in your gladness call,— 
And I hear your pattering feet ; 

It does not matter, matter at all, 
You fatherless children sweet,— 


It does not matter at all to you, 
Young hearts that pleasure besets ; 
The father sleeps, but the world is new, 
The child of his love forgets. 
JEAN INGELOW. 
Songs with Preludes. 
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Twenty=third Day 


August 


Twentpstbird Day. 
He’s such a kicking, crowing, wakeful rogue, 
He almost wears our lives out with his noise, 


JEAN INGELOW. 
Supper at the Mill. 


Twenty=fourtb Day. 
Children, ay forsooth, 

They bring their own love with them when 
they come. 
The pretty lambs ! 
Why the world’s full of them, and so is 

heaven— 


They are not rare. 
JEAN INGELOW. 


Supper at the Mill. 


Twentyp=fifth Day. 

Sick children fret their mother’s hearts to 
shreds 

And do no credit to their keep nor care. 


JEAN INGELOW. 


Supper at the Mill. 
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Twenty=eseventh Day 


Flugust 


Twentyp=sirth Day. 
So many lads and lasses small, 
To feed them all, to clothe them all, 
Must surely tax his wit. 


Three white-haired urchins climb his eaves 
And little watch-fires keep with leaves, 
And milky filberts hoard ; 

And there his oldest daughter stands 

With downcast eyes and skilful hands. 


She comforts all her mother’s days, 
And with her sweet obedient ways 
She makes her labor light. 
JEAN INGELOW. 
Supper at the Miil. 


Twenty=seventh Day. 
A young child, all life and stir, — 
A three year’s child, with rosy lip. 
JEAN INGELOW. 


Scholar and Carpenter. 


Twenty=seighth Day 


August 


Twentyp=cigbth Day. 
A child of light, a radiant lass, 
And gamesome as the morning air. 


JEAN INGELOW. 


Persephone. 


Twentyp=ninth Day. 


I’ve said my ‘‘seven times’’ over and over, 
Seven times one are seven. 


I am old, so old, I can write a letter ; 
My birthday lessons are done; 

The lambs play always, they know no better, 
They are only one times one. 


O moon ! in the night I have seen you sailing 
And shining so round and low; 
You were bright ! ah bright! but your light is 
failing— 
You are nothing now but a bow. 
O velvet bee, you ’re a dusty fellow, 


You ’ve powdered your legs with gold! 
154 


Thirtieth Day 


Hugust 


Twentyp=enintb Day (continued). 
O, brave marsh-mary buds, rich and yellow, 
Give me your money to hold! 


O columbine, open your folded wrapper, 
Where two twin turtle-doves dwell ! 

O cuckoo-pint, toll me the purple clapper 
That hangs in your clear green bell ! 


' And show me your nest with the young ones 
shale hen 
I will not steal them away ; 
Iam old! you may trust me, linnet, linnet— 
I am seven times one to-day. 
JEAN INGELOwW. 
Songs of Seven. 


Chirticth Day. 
Heigh Ho! daisies and butter-cups 
Fair yellow daffodils, stately and tall, 
When the wind wakes how they rock in the 
grasses 
And dance with the cuckoo-buds, slender and 


small ; 
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Thirty=first Day 


Eugust 


Here ’s two bonny boys, and here’s mother’s 
own lasses, 
Eager to gather them all. 


Heigh Ho! daisies and buttercups ; 
Mother shall thread them a daisy chain ; 
Sing them a song of the pretty hedge-sparrow, 
That loved her brown little ones, loved them 
full fain. 


Heigh Ho! daisies and buttercups, 
Fair yellow daffodils, stately and tall, 
A sunshiny world full of laughter and leisure, 
And fresh hearts unconscious of sorrow and 
thrall, 
Send down on their pleasure smiles passing its 
measure— 
God that is over us all. 
JEAN INGELOW. 
Songs of Seven. 


Ubirty=first Day. 
A child, a sweet and happy thing. 


JEAN INGELOW. 


The Four Bridges. 
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September 


A Medley of Authors 


The great man is be who doth not lose bis child’s=beart, 


WMenctus Apostle of Confuctanism. 
From Wlestcott’s The Gospel of Life, 
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September 


First Day. 

A child—little feet to go pattering about our 
house. . . . a little voice to say 
Sather. 


You cannot think what an awful joy 
it is to be looking forward to a child: a little 
soul of God’s giving, to be made fit for His 
eternity. 

DINAH C, MULOCH. 
John Halifax. 


Second Day. 

That unmistakable child’s cry, which seems 
to change the whole atmosphere of a house- 
hold. . . . The tiny voice dropping into a 
soft coo of pleasure, like a wood-dove in its 
nest—every mother knows the sound. 

DINAH C. MULOCH. 
John Halifax. 
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Third Dap 


September 


Third Day. 
Children always become confused when they 
talk of their feelings. 


SONYA KOVALEVSKY. 
Her Recollections of Childhood. 


Fourth Day. 

Like the majority of children who grow up 
alone, I managed to fabricate for myself a rich 
world of fancies and dreams whose existence 
was not even suspected by my elders. 

SONYA KOVALEVSKY. 
Her Recollections of Childhood. 


Fifth Day. 

Children know themselves, generally, much 
better than grown people imagine: they know 
their own strong points and their weak points. 


SONYA KOVALEVSKY. 


Her Recollections of Childhood. . 
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Hintb Day 


September 


Sirth Day. 
The children, like all naturally-reared chil- 
dren, craved after the freedom of the country 


—after corn-fields, hay-fields, nuttings, black- 


berryings. 
DINAH C. MULOCH. 


John Halifax. 
Seventh Day. 
One thing I solemnly desire to see all chil- 


dren taught—obedience. 
JOHN RUSKIN. 


The Eagle's Nest. 
Eigbtb Day. 
Strong in the strength of infancy, 
In little children’s wisdom wise. 
JOHN KEBLE. 
The Christian Year. 
Rintb Day. 
The sweetest of all songs—the song of a 
mother over her child. 
CHARLES KINGSLEY. 


Daily Thoughts. 
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Tenth Day 


September 


Tenth Day. 
The heart of childhood is all mirth ; 
We frolic to and fro 
As free and blithe, as if on earth 
Were no such thing as woe. 
JOHN KEBLE. 
The Christian Year. 


Eleventb Day. 
Parents say: ‘“‘Our boy is growing up.” 
They forget his life is shortening. 
Afghan Proverb. 


Twelfth Day. 


The abundant ornament now thought neces- 
sary for children, was happily not thought so 
years ago. My mother used to say that “a 
child is pretty enough without trimmings,” 


MRS. GILBERT—ANN TAYLOR. 
Autobiography. 
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Thirteenth Day 


September 


Thirteenth Day. 
I, 


A baby’s feet, like sea-shells pink, 
Might tempt, should Heaven see meet, 
An angel’s lips to kiss, we think, 
A baby’s feet. 
Like rose-hued sea-flowers toward the heat 
They stretch and spread and wink 
Their ten soft buds that part and meet. 
No flower-bells that expand and shrink 
Gleam half so heavenly sweet 
As shine on life’s untrodden brink 
A baby’s feet. 


It. 


A baby’s hands, like rosebuds furl’d, 

Whence yet no leaf expands, 
Ope if you touch, though close upeurl’d, 

A baby’s hands, 

Then, even as watriors grip their brands 
When battle’s bolt is hurl’d, 

They close, clinch’d hard like tightening 

bands. 
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Fourteenth Day 


September 


Thirteenth Day (continued). 
No rosebuds yet by dawn impearl’d 
Match, even in loveliest lands, 


The sweetest flowers in all the world— 
A baby’s hands. 


Ill. 

A baby’s eyes, ere speech begin, 

Ere lips learn words or sighs, 
Bless all things bright enough to win 

A baby’s eyes. 

Love, while the sweet thing laughs and lies, 
And sleep flows out and in, 

Ljies perfect in them Paradise. 
Their glance might cast out pain and sin, 

Their speech make dumb the wise, 
By mute glad godhead felt within 


A baby’s eyes. 
A. C. SWINBURNE. 


Etude Réaliste. 
Fourteenth Day. 


Is it true that “nothing but what is bright 
and joyous”’ should be presented to children? 
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Fifteenth Day 


September 


Fourteenth Day (continued). 

They do not actually live in a fairy world; 
they are not really little angels. It is part of 
their education for the world as it is, that spec- 
tacles of all sorts should pass before their eyes, 
and that thus, while to a great extent shielded 
by their imaginative natures and light-hearted- 
ness from what is hard, and ugly, and sorrowful, 
they should be gradually prepared for dealing 
with such things when the inevitable time 
comes. And is it not well that sympathies 


“e 


should be early awakened? Is a ‘‘sad story’’ 

never to be told a child? . . . There is 

danger, lest according to modern ideas children 

should be brought up in a sort of fool’s para- 

dise, out of which they have to be thrust at last 

into a very different scene. 

MRS. GILBERT—ANN TAYLOR. 

Autobiography. 


Fifteenth Day. 

Where did you come from, baby dear? 

Out of the everywhere into the here. 
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Fifteenth Day 


September 


Fifteenth Day (continued). 
Where did you get your eyes so blue? 
Out of the sky as I came through. 


What makes the light in them sparkle and spin? 
Some of the starry spikes left in. 


Where did you get that little tear? 
I found it waiting when I got here. 


What makes your forehead so smooth and high? 
A soft hand stroked it as I went by. 


What makes your cheek like a warm white rose? 


I saw something better than anyone knows. 


Where did you get this pearly ear? 
God spoke, and it came out to hear, 


Whence that three-corned smile of bliss? : 


Three angels gave me at once a kiss. 


Where did you get those arms and hands? 
Love made itself into hooks and bands. 


Feet, whence did you come, you darling things ? 
From the same box as the cherub’s wings. 
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Seventeenth Day 


September 


Fifteenth Day (continued). 
How did they all first come to be you? 
God thought about me, and so I grew. 


But how did you come to us, you dear ? 
God thought of you, and so I am here. 


GEORGE MACDONALD. 
Baby, 


Sixteenth Day. 
Easily 
Is sleep enticed to brood on childhood’s heart. 
GEORGE MACDONALD. 
Within and Without. 


Seventeenth Day. 
The infant lies in blessed ease 
Upon his mother’s breast ; 
No storm, no dark, the baby sees 
Invade his heaven of rest. 
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Eighteenth Day 


September 


Seventeenth Day (continued). 
He nothing knows of change or death— 
Her face his holy skies ; 
The air he breaths his mother’s breath, 
His stars, his mother’s eyes. 


GEORGE MACDONALD. 
Within and Without. 


Ligbteenth Day. 
My darling child! God’s little daughter, drest 
In human clothes, that light may thus be clad 


In shining, so to reach my human eyes. 


GEORGE MACDONALD. 
Within and Without. 


Hinetcenth Day. 
Baby, with her pretty prate, 
Molten, half articulate, 
Full of hints, suggestions, catches, 
Broken verse, and music snatches, 
Like an angel gone astray, 
Must be taught the homeward way ; 
Plant of heaven, she, rooted lowly, 

168 


Twentieth Day 


September 


Hineteenth Day (continued). 
Must put forth a blossom holy, 
Must, with culture high and steady, 
Slow unfold a gracious lady ; 
We must keep her full of wonder 
At the daisy, at the thunder, 
At the moon and stars and sea, 
At the butterfly and bee ; 
Never her and childhood part, 
Change the brain, but keep the heart. 


GEORGE MACDONALD. 
The Wonder, 


Twentieth Day. 
Would you see the slight immortal, 
One short pace within our portal? 
See how white ! 
Solemn pure—a light in light ! 
Gleaming fresh and lily-skin 
White as whitest ermelin 
Washed in palest, thinnest rose ! 
Like a thought of God she goes, 
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Twenty=first Day 


September 


Twentieth Day (continued). 
Wandering ever in the dance 
Of her own sweet radiance. 


Of all wonders, she’s the wonder. 


GEORGE MACDONALD. 
The Wonder. 


Twenty-first Day. 

Boy or girl, it scarcely matters which, when 
they come in dressed in their best all fresh and 
new, the sight pleases the oldest, the saddest 
of us—a little unconsidered angel-gift, amid the 
dimness and the darkness of this every-day 
world. 

MRS. OLIPHANT. 
A House in Bloomsbury. 


Twenty=second Day, 
Who knows the questions that arise in that 


depth profound, the heart of a child? 


MRS. OLIPHANT. 
A House in Bloomsbury, 
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Twenty=fifth Day 


September 


Twenty-third Day, 
Nothing is so good for making other children 
lively as seeing other children playing about 


em. 
CHARLES DICKENS. 


Dombey and Son. 


Twenty-fourth Day. 

How insignificant, at the moment, seem the 
influences of the sensible things which are 
tossed and fall and lie about us, so, or so, in 
the environment of early childhood. How in- 
delibly, as we afterwards discover, they affect 
us; with what capricious attractions and asso- 
ciations they figure themselves on the white 
paper, the smooth wax, of our ingenuous souls. 

WALTER PATER. 


Miscellaneous Studies. 


Twenty=fitth Day. 

Spitfire seemed to be in the main a good- 
natured little body, although a disciple of that 
school of trainers of the young idea which holds 
that childhood, like money, must be shaken 
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Twentyesirth Day 


September 


Twenty=fifth Day (continued). 
and rattled and jostled about a good deal to 


keep it bright. 
CHARLES DICKENS. 


Dombey and Son. 


Twenty=sirth Day. 
The child was a child, and it ’s wery much to 
be wished more of ’em was. 
CHARLES DICKENS. 
Boots at the Holly-Tree Inn. 


Twenty=seventb Day. 
Capricious, like the thinkings of the child. 


GEORGE MACDONALD. 
Within and Without. 


Twentp=cigbth Day. 
My child is lying on my knees; 
The signs of heaven she reads ; 
My face is all the heaven she sees, 
Is all the heaven she needs. 


GEORGE MACDONALD. 


Within and Without. 
172 


Thirtieth Day 


September 


Twenty=nintb Day. 

“And where, and among what pleasant places, 
Have ye been, that ye come again 

With your laps so full of flowers, and your faces 
Like buds blown fresh after rain?’ 

“We have been,” said the children speaking 
In their gladness, as the birds chime 

All together,—‘“‘ we have been seeking 
For the Fairies of olden time: 

For we thought, they are only hidden,— 
They would never surely go 

From this green earth all unbidden, 
And the children that love them so.” 

DORA GREENWELL. 
Patience of Hope. 


CTbirticth Day. 
Nae shoon to hide her tiny taes, 
Nae stockings on her feet ; 
Her supple ankles white as snow 
Of early blossoms sweet. 
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Thirtieth Day 


September 


CUbirtieth Day (continued). 
Her simple dress of sprinkled pink, 
Her double, dimpled chin ; 
Her puckered lips and bonny mow’, 
With nae ane tooth between. 


Her een sae like her mither’s een, 
Twa gentle, liquid things ; 

Her face is like an angel’s face— 
We’re glad she has nae wings. 


HUGH MILLER. 
The Babte, 
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October 


French Authors 


Early Childbood . . . a beautiful dawn, the prelude 


of a brigbt day. 
Bernardin de Saint=Pierre, 


Paul and Virginia. 
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October 


First Day. 

Every age has its characteristic quality. Do- 
cility is that of childhood, whose whole moral 
code, like that of the world in its infancy, is 
comprehended in the precept of obediencc. 

* MADAME SWETCHINE. 
On Age. 


Second Day. 
Children have more need of models than of 


critics. 
J. JOUBERT. 
Pens€es.. 
Third Day. 
In bringing up a child think often of its old 
age. 
J. JOUBERT. 
Pens€es.. 


Fourth Day. 

“Impossible!” Experience writes the word 
in the dictionary of the man. In the child’s 
vocabulary, it has no existence. The marvel— 

177 


Fitth Day 


October 


Fourth Day (continued). 

lous to him is perfectly natural. Things which 
he sees to be beautiful arrange themselves 
along his path; why should he have a doubt 
of this or of that? By and by, exact bounds 
will limit his domain. ¢ 


MADAME DE GASPARIN. 
The Red Flower. 


Fifth Day. 

Around the child are neither walls nor boun- 
dary lines, but a limitless expanse, everywhere 
glowing with beautiful colors. In the far-off 
depths, reality mingles with revery. It is like 
an ocean whose blue waves glimmer and sparkle 
on the horizon, where they kiss the shores of 
enchanted isles. 

MADAME DE GASPARIN. 
The Red Flower. 
Sixth Day. 


Youth ought to be a savings-bank. 


MADAME SWETCHINE. 


Aitrelles, 
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Tenth Day 


October 


Seventb Day. 
Children are very nice observers, and they 
will often perceive your slightest defects. 
FENELON. 


ELigbtb Day. 
A bird sings—a child prattles—but it is the 
same hymn ; hymn indistinct, inarticulate, but 


full of profound meaning. 
VICTOR HUGO. 


NVinety-Three. 


Rintb Day. 
The most sublime psalm that can be heard 
on the earth is the lisping of a human soul 


from the lips of childhood. 
VICTOR HUGO. 


LVinety-Three. 

Tenth Day. 
The waking of children is like the unclosing 
of flowers, a perfume seems to exhale from 


their fresh young souls. 
VICTOR HUGO. 


Ninety-Three. 
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Eleventh Day 


October 


Eleventh Day. 

A child is protected by the limit of feebleness 
against emotions which are too complex. He 
sees the fact, and little else beside. The diffi- 
culty of being satisfied by half-ideas does not 
exist for him. 

VICTOR HUGO. 
By Order of the King. 


Twelfth Day. 

Children show confidence as they do distrust, 
without any apparent reason; some internal 
monitor warns them. 

VICTOR HUGO. 
Ninety-Three. 


Thirteenth Day. 
Even about the rags of childhood there hangs 
a halo. 
VICTOR HUGO. 


Ninety-Three. 
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Sirteenth Day 


October 


Fourteenth Day. 

The babble of an infant is more and less than 
speech : it is not measured and yet it is a song; 
not syllables, and yet a language, a murmur 
that begins in heaven, and will not finish on 


earth. 
VICTOR HUGO. 


NNinety-Three. 


Fifteenth Day. 

It is so easy to love a child. What can 
one not pardon achild? . . . Childhood is 
so ineffable that one may unite all affections 


upon it. 
VICTOR HUGO. 


Ninety-Three. 


Sirteentb Day. 
Nothing trains children to silence like mis- 


fortune. 
VICTOR HUGO. 


Les Misérables. 
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Seventeenth Day 


October 


Seventeenth Day. 
No matter how dark the ceiling in the vault 
above a child’s head, Heaven is reflected in its 


eyes. 
VICTOR HUGO. 


Ninety-Three. 


Eigbteenth Day. 

Like all new-comers into life . . . the 
child felt within him that awakening of ideas 
characteristic of early years, which endeavors 
to open the brain, and which resembles the 
pecking of the young bird in the egg. 


VICTOR HUGO. 
By Order of the Ring. 


Hineteentb Day. 


When men are frightened, children are only 


curious. 
VICTOR HUGO. 


Ninety-Three. 
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Twenty=first Day 


October 


Twentieth Day. 

How do ideas vanish aud reform themselves 
in the brains of those little ones? What is the 
mysterious motive of these memories at once 
so troubled and so brief? There was in that 
sweet, pensive little soul a mingling of ideas of 
the good God, of prayer, of joined hands, the 
light of a tender smile it had formerly known 
and knew no longer, and René Jean murmured, 
half aloud,—‘‘ Mamma! ”’ 

VICTOR HUGO. 
LVinety- Three. 


Twenty-first Day. 
- Children have short memories, but their 
recollections are swift; the whole past is yes- 


terday to them. 
VICTOR HUGO. 


NVinety-Three. 
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Twentypesecond Day 


October 


Twentp=second Day. 
That childish confidence which is composed 
of ignorance and innocence. 


VICTOR HUGO. 
Les Misérables. 


Twenty-third Day. 

The babe opened her eyes, large blue eyes, 
and gazed at what? Nothing, everything, with 
that serious and at times stern air of infants 
which is a mystery of their luminous innocence 
in the presence of our twilight virtue. 


VICTOR HUGO. 
Les Misérables, 


Twenty-fourth Day. 
In her childlike prattle the creature is, per- 
haps, inferior; but in her song, how superior 


to humanity ! 
VICTOR HUGO. 


Toilers of the Sea. 


Twentyeseventh Day 


October 


Twentyp=fifth Day. 

The touching confidence of children who 
may be disappointed, but are never discour- 
aged. . . . Hope in achild that has never 
known aught but despair, is a sublime and 
affecting thing. 

VICTOR HUGO. 
Les Misérables. 


Twentyp=sirth Day. 

Children accept at once and familiarly joy 
and happiness, for they are themselves by na- 
ture happiness and joy. 

VICTOR HUGO. 
Les Misérables. 


Twenty=seventb Day. 
Children like the birds have their matin 


song. 
VICTOR HUGO. 


Les Misérables. 
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Twenty=cighth Day 


October 


Twenty=cigbth Day. 
Childhood sparkled in this cloister. 
An irruption of youth inundated this garden. 
Radiant faces, white foreheads, ingen- 
ious eyes, full of gay light—all sorts of dawn— 
spread through the gloom. 


VICTOR HUGO. 
Les Misérables, 


Twenty=eninth Day. 
The noise of girls, softer than the buzzing of 


bees. 
VICTOR HUGO. 


Les Misérables. 


Thirticth Day. 


A child has the faculty of quickly accepting 
the conclusions of a sensation ; the distant fad- 
ing boundaries which amplify painful subjects, 
escape him. 

VICTOR HUGO. 
By Order of the King. 
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Thirtystirst Day 


October 


Thitty=first Day. 

The swallows looked in through the windows, 
as if they wished to be certain that the children 
slept well. They were prettily grouped upon 
one another, motionless, half-naked, posed like 
little Cupids ; they were adorable and pure; 
the united ages of the three did not make more 
than nine years; they were dreaming dreams 
of paradise, which were reflected on their lips 
in vague smiles. Perchance God whispered in 
their ears ; they were of those whom all human 
languages call the weak and the blessed; they 
were made majestic by innocence. 

VICTOR HUGO. 
LVinety-Three. 
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Wovember 


German Autbors 


Wibo is able to speak worthbily of tbe fulness of 


cbildbood ? 
Goethe, 


Butobiograpby.—Hook 1. 
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THovember 


First Day. 

See what pure thoughts little children have ; 
how they look at death without any doubting. 
They are as if in Paradise. 


MARTIN LUTHER. 
Watchwords. 


Second Day. 
Little children have such choice thoughts of 
God, how He is in Heaven, and is their own 


dear Father. 
MARTIN LUTHER. 
Watchwords, 


Third Day. 

The life of little children is the most blessed 
and the best of all, for they have no temporal 
cares . . . have only pure thoughts and 
joyful speculations. 

MARTIN LUTHER. 
Watchwords, 
Igl 


Fourth Day 


Wovember 


Fourth Day. 

Play in thy mother’s lap fair child; for in that 
holy isle 

The trouble cannot find thee yet, the grieving 
nor the guile; 

Play, loveliest Innocence !—Thee, yet Arcadia 
circles round, 

Life’s blooming vigor guards as yet the golden 
poet-ground. 

Each gleesome impulse Nature now can sanc- 
tion and befriend. 

SCHILLER. 
The Playing Infant. 


Fitth Day, 

Sweet guide into life that his destiny grants, 
Hope hovers glad infancy o’er ; 

She shines on the youth with the light that en- 


chants, 
SCHILLER. 


Hope. 
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Hintbh Day 


Thovember 
Sirth Day. 
See—how safely childhood goes ! 
SCHILLER. 
To a Friend. 


Seventh Day. 
A gay child, around whose steps play all 


The laughing graces. 
SCHILLER. 
To a Friend. 


Eigbtb Day. 
The Babe! there, on the Mother’s bosom, 
Lulled in its sweet and golden rest it lay 
Fresh in life’s morning as a rosy blossom. 
SCHILLER. 
The Infanticide. 


Hintb Day. 
Credulous as childhood. 
SCHILLER. 
The Infanticide. 
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Tenth Day 


Rovember 


Tenth Day. 
Oft deep sense a child’s play holds. 


German Proverb. 


Eleventh Day. 
The plays of children are the germinal leaves 
of all later life. 
FROEBEL. 
The Child in Folk-Thought.—A. F. Chamberlin. 


Twelfth Day. 

Every incident inscribed on a child’s brain 
grows deeper with years, like names cut into a 
gourd. 

JEAN PAUL RICHTER. 
Memories of Childhood, 


Thirteenth Day, 
She played, with all a child’s delight. 
CHAMISSO. 
The Toy of the Giant’s Child. 
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Sirteenth Dap 


Wovember 


Fourteenth Day. 
We cannot behold the little creatures which 
flit about before us otherwise than with delight, 


nay, with admiration. 
GOETHE, 


Autobtography.— Book Second. 


Fifteenth Day. 

The first organs nature bestows upon chil- 
dren coming into the world are adapted to the 
tiearest immediate condition of the creature, 
which, unassuming and artless, makes use of 
them in the readiest way for the present pur- 


pose. 
GOETHE. 


Autobiography.—Book Second. 


Sixteenth Day. 

Childhood is like unbleached wax, which 
melts under feeble sun-beams, while that which 
has been whitened is scarcely warmed by them. 

JEAN PAUL, RICHTER. 
The Evergreen of Our Feelings. 
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Seventeenth Day 


Hovember 


Seventeenth Day, 

Nothing on this earth affects my heart so 
much as children. When I consider them; 
when I mark in the little creatures the seeds 
of all those virtues and qualities which they 
will one day find so indispensable ; when I be- 
hold in the obstinate all the future firmness and 
constancy of a noble character, in the capri- 
cious that levity and gayety of temper which 
will carry them lightly over the dangers and 
troubles of life, their whole nature simple and 
unpolluted, then I call to mind the golden 
words of the Great Teacher of mankind, ‘‘ Ex- 
cept ye become as little children.” 


GOETHE, 


Sorrows of Werther. 


Eigbteentb Day. 

The child, considered in and for itself, with 
its equals, and in relations suited to its powers, 
seems so intelligent and rational, and at the 
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Twenty=first Day 


ovember 


Ligbteenth Day (continued). 
same time so easy, cheerful, and clever, that 
one can hardly wish it further cultivation. 
GOETHE. 
Autobiography.—Book Second. 
Rinetcentb Day. 
If children grew up according to early indi- 
cations, we should have nothing but geniuses. 
GOETHE. 
Autobiography.—Book Second. 


Twentieth Day. 
Children . . . are accustomed to trans- 
form the great and sublime into a sport and 


even a jest. 
GOETHE. 


Autobiography.—Book Second. 


Twenty-first Day. 
Children, like dogs, have so sharp and fine 
ascent, that they detect and hunt out every- 


thing. 
GOETHE. 


Autobiography.—Book Sixth. 
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Twentyp=second Day 


Wovember 


Twenty=second Day. 
In childhood one has tears without grief. 


JEAN PAUL RICHTER. 


Twenty-third Day. 
Play is the first poetry of the human being. 


JEAN PAUL RICHTER. 


Twenty=fourth Day. 


Education begins its work with the first 
breath of human life, 


JEAN PAUL, RICHTER. 


Twentypetitth Day, 


The man whom grown-up people love, chil- 
dren love still more. 


JEAN PAUL RICHTER. 
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Twenty=cighth Day 


Wovember 


Twenty=sirth Day. 

Happy child! the cradle is still to thee an 
infinite space : once grown into a man and the 
boundless world will be too small to thee. 

SCHILLER. 
The Child tn the Cradle. 


Twentyp=seventh Day. 
The little girl prattles like a starling! She 
often chatters of things by heart, which we feel, 


and yet can never express. 
ZSCHOKKE. 


Jonathan Frock. 


Twentyp=cighth Day. 

Among all the things an innocent and in- 
quisitive child wishes to know, he certainly 
asks with most interest about the supernatural, 
the origin of things, and about God, who and 
where He is. Such questions betoken the need 
of the child and the spark of the divinity 
within. 

ZSCHOKKE, 
Jonathan Frock, 
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Twenty=nintb Day 


Tovember 


Twenty=nintb Day. 

On the blue mountains of our dim childhood, 
toward which we can ever turn and look, stand 
the mothers, who marked out for us from thence 
our life:—the most blessed age—childhood— 
must be forgotten ere we can forget the warm- 


est heart. 
JEAN PAUL, RICHTER. 


Memories of Childhood. 


Thitticth Day. 
As the old birds sing, the young ones twitter. 


German Proverb. 
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December 


American Authors 


At makes us all feel good to bave a baby on tbe place. 
Eugene Ficld. 
Love Songs of Childhood. 
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December 


First Day. 
God hath His small interpreters— 
The child must teach the man. 


JOHN G. WHITTIER. 


Second Day. 
“ Blessings on thee, little man, 

Barefoot boy, with cheek of tan ! 
With thy turned-up pantaloons, 
And thy merry whistled tunes ; 
With thy red lip, redder still 
Kissed by strawberries on the hill ; 
With the sunshine on thy face, 
Through thy torn brim’s jaunty grace; 
From my heart I give thee joy ! 
I was once a barefoot boy. 


O, for boyhood’s painless play ; 
Sleep that wakes in laughing day ; 


Health that mocks the doctor’s rules ; 
Knowledge never learned of schools.— 
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Third Day 


December 


Second Day (continuec). 
O, for boyhood’s time of June, 
Crowding years in one brief moon, 
When all things I heard or saw, 
Me, their master, waited for. 


JOHN G. WHITTIER. 
The Barefoot Boy. 


Third Day. 
Still to childhood’s sweet appeal 


The heart of genius turns, 
And more than all the sages teach 


From lisping voices learns. 


JOHN G. WHITTIER. 
Child Life. 


Fourth Day, 
Children are God’s apostles, day by day 
Sent forth to preach of love, and hope, and 


peace. 
JAMES R. LOWELL. 


On the Death of a Friend’s Child. 
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Seventh Day 


December 


Fitth Day. 
It is no little thing, when a fresh soul 
And a fresh heart, with their unmeasured scope 
For good. 
Are sent into this world,—no little 
thing, 
When this unbounded possibility 
Into the outer silence is withdrawn. 
JAMES R. LOWELL: 
On the Death of a Friend’s Child. 


Sirth Day. 
Innocence—bride of man’s childhood. 


HENRY W. LONGFELLOW. 
Children of the Lord’s Supper. 


Seventh Day. 
A dreary place would be this earth, 
Were there no little people in it ; 
The song of life would lose its mirth, 
Were there no children to begin it. 
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Eigbtb Day 


December 


Seventh Day (continued). 
No little forms, like buds to grow, 
And make the admiring heart surrender ; 
No little hands on heart and brow, 


To keep the thrilling love-chords tender. 


Life’s song, indeed, would lose its charm, 
Were there no babies to begin it ; 

A doleful place this world would be 
Were there no little people in it. 


JOHN G. WHITTIER. 
The Little People. 


Eigbtb Day. 


The young . . . their parent’s hope, 
And the loved ones of heaven. 


HENRY W. LONGFELLOW. 
Children of the Lord’s Supper. 


WHintbh Day. 


We are apt to speak of the sorrows of child- 
hood as trifles in comparison with those of 
grown-up people: but we may depend upon it 
the young folk don’t agree with us. Our griefs 
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Eleventh Day 


December 


Rinth Day (continued). 

modified and restrained by reason, experience, 
and self-respect, keep the proprieties, and, if 
possible, avoid a scene, but the sorrow of child- 
hood, unreasoning and all-abounding, is a com- 
plete abandonment to the passions. 


JOHN G. WHITTIER. 
The Fish I Did n’t Catch. 


Tenth Day. 
How like a prodigal doth nature seem, 


Did we but pay the love we owe, 
And with a child’s undoubting wisdom look 
On all these living pages of God’s book. 


JAMES R. LOWELL. 
To the Dandelion. 


Eleventh Day. 
At the door on summer evening 
Sat the little Hiawatha ; 
Heard the whisperings of the pine-trees, 
Heard the lapping of the water, 
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Twelfth Day 


December 


Eleventh Day (continued). 


Sounds of music, sounds of wonder ; 


Then the little Hiawatha 

Learned of every bird its language, 
Learned their names and all their secrets, 
How they built their nests in summer, 
Where they hid themselves in winter, 
Talked with them where’er he met them, 
Called them ‘‘ Hiawatha’s chickens.”’ 


Of all beasts he learned the language, 


Learned their names and all their secrets. 


Talked with them where’er he met them, 
Called them ‘‘ Hiawatha’s Brothers.”’ 


HENRY W. LONGFELLOW. 


Aiawatha. 


Tweltth Day. 


I’d rather be a bright-haired boy 
Than reign a gray-beard king. 


OLIVER W. HOLMES. 


The Old Man Dreams. 
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Fittcentb Day 


December 


Thirteenth Day. 

The birds sing in chorus in the spring—just 
as children prattle; the brooks run full—like 
the overflow of young hearts ; the showers drop 
easily—as young tears flow ; and the wholesky 
is as capricious as the mind of a boy. 


DONALD G. MITCHELL. 
Dream Life. 


Fourteenth Day. 
The questions of a pure child are often the 
most searching that can be asked. 


HARRIET BEECHER STOWE. 
Footsteps of the Master. 


Fifteenth Day. 
Have you heard the poets tell 
How came the dainty Babie Bell 
Into this world of ours? 
The gates of heaven were left ajar ; 
With folded hands and dreamy eyes, 
209 


Sirteentb Day 


December 


Fifteenth Day (continued). 
Wandering out of Paradise, 
She saw this planet, like a star, 
Hung in the glistening depths of even, 


Its bridges running to and fro. 


She touched a bridge of flowers,—those feet 
So light they did not bend the bells 
Of the celestial asphodels ! 
They fell like dew upon the flowers, 
Then all the air grew strangely sweet ! 
And thus came dainty Babie Bell, 

Into this world of ours. 


T. B. ALDRICH. 
The Ballad of Babie Beil. 


Sixteenth Day. 
What is the little one thinking about ? 
Very wonderful things no doubt. 
Unwritten history ! 
Unfathomed mystery ! 
Yet he laughs and cries, and eats and drinks, 
And chuckles and crows, and nods and winks, 
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Seventeenth Day 


December 


Sixteenth Day (continued). 
As if his head were as full of kinks 
And curious riddles as any sphinx! 


Who can tell what a baby thinks? 
Who can follow the gossamer links 
By which the mannikin feels his way 
Out from the shore of the great unknown, 
Blind, and wailing, and alone, 

Into the light of day ? 


J. GC. HOLLAND. 


Bitter—Sweet. 


Seventeenth Day. 
When our babe he goeth walking in his garden, 
Around his tinkling feet the sunbeams play ; 
The posies they are good to him, 
And bow them as they should to him, 
As forth he goeth upon his kingly way ; 
And birdlings of the wood to’ him 
Make music, gentle music, all the day, 
When our babe he goeth walking in his garden. 
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Ejigbteentb Day 


December 


Seventeenth Day (continued). 
When our babe he goeth swinging in his cradle 
Then the night it looketh ever sweetly down ; 
The little stars are kind to him, 
The moon she hath a mind to him, 
And layeth on his head a golden crown ; 
And singeth then the wind to him 
A song, the gentle song of Bethlem-town, 
When our babe he goeth swinging in his cradle. 


EUGENE FIELD. 
Love Songs of Childhood. 


Eighteenth Day. 


Innocent child and snow-white flower ! 

Well are ye paired in your opening hour. 

Thus should the pure and the lovely meet, 
Stainless with stainless, and sweet with sweet. 


White as those leaves, just blown apart, 
Are the folds of thy own young heart, 
Guilty passion and cankering care 
Never have left their traces there. 

Dine 


Tineteentb Day 


December 


Eighteenth Day (continued). 

Artless one! though thou gazest now 
O’er the white blossom with earnest brow, 
Soon will it tire thy childish eye ; 

Fair as it is, thou wilt throw it by. 


Yet as thy tender years depart 
Keep that white and innocent heart. 


W. C. BRYANT. 
Innocent Child and Snow White Flower. 


Wineteentb Day. 

Our daily miracle was he: a bud 

Steeped in the scents of Eden, balmy-fair, 

The world’s pure morning light upon his hair, 

And life’s unopened roses in his blood ! 

In the blank eyes of birth a timorous star 

Of wonder sparkled, as the soul awoke, 

And from his tongue a brook-like babbling 
broke, 

A strange, melodious language from afar ! 


. . 
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Twentieth Day 


December 


Wineteenth Day (continued). 

All the darling graces which belong 

To babyhood, and breathe from every limb, 
Made life more beautiful, revealed in him. 


BAYARD TAYLOR. 
The Picture of St. John. 


Twentieth Day. 

The pretty child is weary of the wide and 
pleasant street. . . . She feels that impulse 
to go strolling away—that longing after the 
mystery of the great world—which many chil- 
dren feel, and which I felt in my childhood. 
Little Annie takes a ramble with me. See! I 
do but hold out my hand, and, like some bright 


bird in the sunny air . . . she comes 
bounding on tiptoe across the street . .. 
Now we turn the corner . . . Is not little 


Annie afraid of such a tumult? No: she does 

not even shrink closer to my side, but passes 

on with fearless confidence—a happy child 

amidst a great throng of grown-up people, who 
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Twentbesecond Day 


December 


TwentietbDay (continued). 

pay the same reverence to her infancy that they 
would to extreme old age. Nobody jostles her : 
all turn aside to make way for little Annie; 
and, what is most singular, she appears con- 
scious of her claim to such respect. 


NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE. 
Little Annie's Ramble. 


-Twentye=first Day, 
A little maiden. 


Light of heart and limb, 
Bright, restiess, thoughtless, flitting here and 
there, ; 
Like sunshine on the uneasy ocean-waves. 
W. C. BRYANT. 
Little People of the Snow. 


Twentyp=second Day. 

As the pure breath of children revives the 
life of aged men, so is our moral nature revived 
by their free and simple thoughts, their airy 
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Twenty=tbird Day 


December 


Twentp=second Day (continued). 
mirth for little cause or none, their grief, soon 
roused and soon allayed. 


NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE. 


Litile Annie's Ramble. 


Twenty-third Day. 
Children are wonderfully sagacious in detect- 
ing their natural friends and enemies. 
OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES. 
Life and Letters, 


Twenty-fourth Day. 
Childhood is the state of spontaniety 
the heart answers truly to all impressions from 
without ; as the Aolian harp answers to every 
touch of the breeze. 
EDMUND H. SEARS. 
The Child in Folk-Thought. 


Twenty=fifth Day. 
“The Holy Child Jesus”? . . . There has 


been in this world one rare flower of Paradise— - 
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Twenty=seventh Day 


December 


Twenty=fifth Day (continued). 
aholy childhood . . . alwaysretaining the 
precious, unstained memories of perfect in- 
nocence. . . . Thegreatestin the kingdom 
of Heaven is the most like a little child in the 
first step toward fitness for the knowledge of 
spiritual things, 
HARRIET BEECHER STOWE. 
Footsteps of the Master. 


Twenty=sirtb Day. 

Children have always a sympathy in the agi- 
tations of those connected with them: always, 
especially, a sense of any trouble or impending 
revolution of whatever kind, in domestic cir- 


cumstances. 
NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE. 


The House of the Seven Gables. 


Twenty=seventh Day. 

She had sweet blue eyes and brown hair, 
with round dimpled cheeks—the little fresh 
smiling creature—and that perfect dignity 
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Twentyscighth Day 


December 


Twentp=seventh Day (continued). 

which is so beautiful in a baby —that deep 
earnest look which babies often have, and 
which people think so wonderful when Raphael 
paints it, although they might often see just the 
same expression in the faces of their own dar- 
lingsathome. . . . Her little life, short as 
it seemed, was a blessing, giving a perpetual 
image of serenity and sweetness, recalling the 
lovely atmosphere of far-off homes, and hold- 
ing us by unsuspected ties to whatsoever things 


were pure. 
1. W. HIGGINSON. 


The Baby of the Regiment. 


Twentp=cighth Day. 

It takes so little to make a healthy child 
happy. 

Life of Celia Thaxter. 
Twenty=ninth Day. 
There’s a dear little home in Good-Children 
street — 
My heart turneth fondly to-day 
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Thirticth Day 


December 


Twenty=ninth Day (continued). 

Where tinkle of tongues and patter of feet 
Make sweetest of music at play ; 

Where the sunshine of love illumines each face 

And warms every heart in that old-fashioned 


place. 


But when falleth night over river and town, 
Those little folk vanish from sight, 
And an angel all white from the sky cometh 
down 
And guardeth the babes through the night, 
And singeth her lullabies tender and sweet 
To the dear little people in Good-Children street. 


EUGENE FIELD. 
Love Songs of Childhood, 


Tbirticth Day, 
When baby wakes of mornings 
Then it ’s wake, ye people all ! 
For another day 
Of song and play 
Has come at our darling’s call ! 


219 


Thirticth Day 


December 


Tbirtieth Day (continued). 
And, till she gets her dinner, 
She makes the welkin ring, 
And she won’t keep still till she’s had her fill, 
The cunuin’ little thing. 


When baby goes a-walking 
Oh, how her paddies fly ! 
For that ’s the way 
The babies say 
To other folk ‘‘ by-by ” ; 
The trees bend down to kiss her, 
And the birds in rapture sing, 
As there she stands and waves her hands— 
The cunnin’ little thing ! 


When baby goes a-rocking 
In her bed at close of day 

At hide-and-seek 

On her dainty cheek 
The dreams and the dimples play ; 
Then it’s sleep in the tender kisses 

The guardian angels bring 
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Thitty=first Day 


December 


Chirtieth Day (continued). 


From the Far above to my sweetest love— 


You cunnin’ little thing. 


EUGENE FIELD. 
Love Songs of Childhood. 


Cbirty=first Day. 
There is nothing on earth so wonderful as the 
budding soul of a little child. 


LUCY LARCOM. 
How Margery Wondered. 
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